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AN ECCENTRIC VOICE WINTER, 1984 
Yes surprise, surprise the Cane Toad Times 
has finally, eventually hopped onto the presses 
and into the newsagents. 
Now before people start to complain that it 
has been nine months since the last issue of 
this supposed quarterly, I want to assure you 
that the whole Cane Toad Times editorial 
collective has been working flat out on this 
really great mystically religious edition, the 
whole time. 
We haven't been lazing around in bars, beer 
gardens and overgrown suburban backyards 
working on our liver problems at the expense 
of the Australian taxpayer. We have been in 
churches, synagogues, mosques all over Queens­
land and all over the world and what you hold 
. in your sticky little hands is the result. 
We hope you have as much fun and irreverence 
reading the thing as we did putting it together. 
Since we have spent most of our time making 
light of the Creator of All and the Decider of 
our Fate, it is not surprising that bad luck has 
dogged our path. 
Mysterious accidents interfered with the editors 
most valiant efforts: thousands of articles and 
cartoons were lost in the post (well contribu­
tors said they would put the stuff in the mail 
first thing, promise), our homes were bugged 
(mostly cockroaches), the cheques from Peking 
and Moscow never arrived (Hi there, Valerie) 
and editorial collective supremo, Anne Jones 
· was crushed by the wheels of industry. 
The next issue might just deal with Sex, Lei­
sure and Technology so if you have anything 
weird, wonderful or witty to say about any of 
the above or any combination thereof, please 
do not hesitate send your articles, cartoons 
and photos to Cane Toad Times, P.O. Box 321, 
Wooloongabba. 4102. 
' 
Watch for The Cane Toad Hop, coming soon 
to Caxton St. Hall for Brisbane toadophiles. 
Ardent Cane Toad Times supporter and mud­
slinging maestro, Kev Hooper has left us for 
the Big Media-Event- in-the-sky where the 
Nationals are barred and the pubs never close. 
R.I.P. Kev, you crazy funster. 
THE ONE STOP CANE TOAD SHOP 
The latest in Cane Toad paraphenalia 
Exotic three colour T-shirts & posters 
$10/shirt (S, M, L & XL) (Lust/What?) 
$2/poster. Cane Toad Issue 1 $1.50 
Please add postage and send your money to­
C.T.T., P.O. Box 321, Woolloongabba, 4102. 
CONTRIBUTORS 
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the air. I 
table in 
kids. 1 was ese1. !ine:d. 
doing. if) here? That's 
show, ·me from the street. 
10.22 lt>oked at them much but they addressed their 
audience weli. · ed around a lot, flashdancing and limp falling 
and there was a l9t .of racket. At regular intervals they'd come running 
up from the job boards in mock triumph yelling ac;ross the room 'ffey1 
I found a job'. . . 
· · 
The over 30's ground their teeth al!<l a collective 1bullshlt' went through 
everone's mind. It was like,"� slat1 · in the face no matter 'Which side of the fence you were on. ;;· . 
A 15 year old . kid,-�a. . d like a used dart-board, big cheesy grin, 
hassling the employment officer to ring through fJis application for 
some bottom of the barrel job he'4 found on the boarq. �ot done. 
<What is it?' everyone in the place wanted to know ·but the boss kid 
with the Winfields yellett'the question. 
· 
. \ · · · 
"Prostitute up the Cross, ... the kid shouted. 
; . · . 
! thought I was watching, a Willes� Special. They ch�c�ed a, bi:t but 
tt wasn't f-unny. ; '; .·· · 
10.31 am. TtUe rebels I the shiny 
tabletop with a bk 
"Hey stop · 
they would bal:heirc·ob.'lf1 
for a walk around 
The kids sh.u:t 
they'd punch his 
10.4·0 am I'd go 
called my 
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For a lot of Australians religion is 
something that was kicked over in 
classes called Christian Doctrine or 
Religious Knowledge while they were 
receiving something called a Catholic 
Education. 
A large percentage of those who 
received a Catholic Education did so 
It might explain why so many nominal 
Catholics of the male persuasion lost 
their faith at about the same time 
they gained their matriculation. 
Especially if we look at what went 
on in those classrooms as the Brothers 
imparted Catholic Education. 
Let's face it, from the outset the 
poor Brothers were really pushing the 
proverbial barrow load up the equally 
proverbial steep incline. Here they 
were, taken as lads and put in 
institutions where the outside world 
could pass them by, given a few 
rudiments of the educative process 
('you teacher, them pupils') and 
chucked into a maelstrom of frustrated, 
jumpy kids and weird ideas that resulted 
from equal inputs of food preservatives 
and television. What could a good 
Brother do but hang on to the only 
familiar thing (the strap) and wave it 
around as though it was the decisive 
factor ... to their minds it was. 
In these conditions it was pretty 
tough to generate any sort of meeting 
of minds. Christian Doctrine usually 
consisted of them laying down the law 
to a bunch of corrupt degenerates 
who had already broken eight 
commandments and were sizing up 
their chances on the other two this 
Saturday night. 
So they introduce a question box -
anonymous of course, but every ones 
hand writing is known -to see what is 
on our minds ... If they had read 
'Portnoy's Complaint' they might have 
got a clearer picture. What were they 
to make of the two grubby bits of paper 
in the box one bearing the question 
'We know what Sodomy is but what is 
Gommorahy?' and the other the 
suggestion 'Since Jesus was probably on 
mushrooms, let's check them out on our 
next field trip.' A reply was not given 
to either of them which left a lot of us 
wondering if we were missing out on 
this Gommorah trip. 
Eventually, of course, the good 
brothers would break and the moment 
of the break was lovingly chronicled ..... 
The smarter ones would just disappear: 
here one day, gone the next and all 
enquiries about their whereabouts met 
with vacant stares that usually result 






The source of the Brother's troubles really lies in their 
own origins. They started out as poor man's Jesuits trying 
to educate the Dublin lumpenproletariat, a group 
known to have a collective 1.0. equivalent to peat bog. 
These kids lived such harsh lives, eating raw offal and 
residing in mud puddles, that the only thing they were 
afraid of was prolonged physical torture. 
The dumber ones would flip out 
before your eyes, usually over a long 
period that was inconvenient and 
embarrassing to all concerned, 
particularly the pupils. The warning 
signs would begin to show as the normal 
beatings for things like not knowing 
all the stops on the Sunshine Route 
(Brisbane, NAMBOUR whack, 
Gympie whack, Maryborough etc.) 
turned into mass thrashings of the class 
for not having a holy picture about your 
person or for even more rarefied crimes 
such as 'not breathing right'. 
The final stage of the flip out was the 
most distressing for the class. This is 
where the Brother would lay about the 
class with the statue of Our Lady. This 
was definitely dangerous as past · were even dumber, tougher and crazier 
experience showed that anyone who than the bunch they left behind. What 
went down was likely to end up being could they do! Playing crazier than the 
thrown out the window and dodging the crazys was what they came up with and 
school furniture and religious artifacts so it is not surprising that they have 
that followed. lost so many of their number to the 
The source of the Brother's troubles ·flesh pits and the loony bins. Who 
really lies in their own origins. They :could take the pace against a mob of 
started out as poor man's Jesuits trying TV age zombies ready to mock 
to educate the Dublin lumpenproletariat,· everything you stood for, for as long 
a group of people known to have a . as necessary to put you in complete 
collective I.Q equivalent to peat bog. doubt about everything, and who could 
These kids lived such harsh lives, eating · refer to an endless array of situation 
raw offal and residing in mud puddles, comedies or wrestling events to prove 
that the only thing they were afraid of their point. 
was prolonged physical torture ... So They didn't have a chance. 
when the Brothers moved to Australia 
they were confronted with a crew that 
• • • • •  : •
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NAME ALIAS/ FRONT ORIGIN FIGUREHEADS MEMBERS MERCHANDISING 
ORGANISATIONS 
ANAND A Prout- their military India The Godhead, Baba!! 50,000 Money sucks 
MARGA wing 
ATHEISM Godless Communism, Existed since Karl Marx, Bob Hawke, 1 billion They run the advertising 
Humanism, Secularism, Creation Bertrand Russell industry 
Rock and Roll 
BAPTIST Kreepy Krawly Pool England God 2 million Certainly not CHURCH Cleaners 
BUDDHISM Zen, Tibetan, Burmese, India Buddha, Dalai Lama, 128 million Buddha spits on money 
Kung Fu D.T. Suzuki 
CHILDREN OF Kimba the White Lion The mind of A very vengeful God, Decreasing Via comic books GOD Moses David Moses David 
CHRISTIAN People for Free Speech West End Brian Laver, 6 Organic wholefood from ANARCHISTS Kieran O'Reilly, Kropotkins 
John Nobody 
CHRISTIAN Massachusetts Massach- God, Mary Baker Eddy 2 million They sell prayer-based health SCIENTISTS Metaphysical College usetts, USA care, Mediprayer 
CHURCH OF Liberal Party, Coronation England God, Christ, the Queen, Heaps Royal wedding ENGLAND Street, The Royal Family the Archbishop of supplements 
Canterbury 
CHURCH OF Mormons, the Osmonds, Vermont, God, Joseph Smith, 6 hyperactive Osmond records, Book of THE LATTER- Bicycle Manufacturers USA Capitalism cyclists Mormon door-to-door DAY SAINTS everywhere 
ECKANKAR It ism Lemuria, Eck alias It alias God, 100,000 Ecktachrome 
Atlantis the Living Eck Master 
ISLAM Muslims, OPEC, PLO, Mecca Allah, Mohammed, One good Via petrol pumps 
the Libyan Peoples Bureau Khomeni, Gadaffi, jihads worth 
Malcolm X 
JUDAISM Israel, Zionism, Near the Jahweh, Moshe Dayan, 30 million They've got gold, diamonds and 
the Gnomes of Zurich Burning Woody Allen weapons futures tied up. Sell 
Bush plastics 
LUTHERAN Bjelke-Petersen Germany God der Father, 30 million Paradise Centre, Surfers CHURCH Foundation Martin Luther 
MASONRY Parts of the Queensland Egypt The Grand Architect, Unknown. Real Estate, justice and goat 
Public Service the Illustrious Dragon It's a secret by-product futures tied up 
ORANGE Followers of Rajneesh, India Yourself, 50,000 Mainstream with style PEOPLE expensive wholefood Bagwan Rajneesh 
restaurants 
QUAKERS The Friendly Society, 
People for Nuclear 
England God, the Living Flame Millions Quaker oats 
Disarmament 
RASTAFAR- I and I Jamaica Jah, Bob Marley, 200,000 Reggae- Hip Hymns for 
IAN ISM Haille Selasse, Herb Heads 
Marcus Garvey 
ROMAN Bob Santamaria's NCC, Bethlehem, God the Father, Son & Lots and Popemobiles are a big seller, 
CATHOLIC Knights of the Southern Palestine Holy Ghost, Pope John breeding fish-fingers are not 
CHURCH - Cross Paul II fast 
ROSICRUC- Theosophy USA No figureheads, only Not many Perfumed pyramids 
IANS pointed heads 
SALVATION Peoples Palace,· London, A militant God, the 20 brigades War Cry and the Red Shield 
ARMY Alcoholics Anonymous England Supreme Commander Appeal 
SCIENCE ANZAAS, UNESCO, Mesopa- Newton, Einstein, Dick Technocrats Computer games, Hills Hoists 
CSIRO tamia Smith, Barry Jones · galore and electric can openers 
SCIENTOLOGY Dianetics Information California, L.Ron Hubbard, 2.5 million Pyramid selling of mental 
Centre, Ron Hubbard USA when you can find him manipulation machines 
Organisation 
SEVENTH DAY Sanitarium Healthfood USA God, Christ and some 2 million Weet-bix, nuts, dried fruit etc 
ADVENTISTS Conglomerate, Chamb- very shadowy people 
erlain Defence Fund 
UNIFICATION Moonies, the CIA South Korea God, Rev Sun Moon, A lot of Discount House of Weddings� 
CHURCH Ronald Reagan Koreans bulk cheap 

















































CANE TOAD 8 
Ullllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllilllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllillllllllllllllllllllllllll! 
I . PARAPHENALIA/ COST/ BENEFITS WHERE THE DRESS MONEY GOES 
Militant hippy Your whole life/as much vegetarian food Legal fees for Alistair, 
as you can eat Dunn and Anderson 
\ 
Casual Ulcers, high blood pressure, eternal 
damnation/sex, drugs, rock and roll, 
Self-gratification 
control over your own life 
Grey serge suits, sensible Stale, boring narrow barren lives with Pools, spa baths, really 
crimpelene frocks not much sex please, we are Baptists/ big baptismal fonts 
eternal salvation 
Saffron robes in the East: beards A bit of time for meditation/stop You think Tibetan 
and berets in the West worrying monasteries are cheap to 
maintain? 
Diapers, comfc books Price of a comic book/nil Moses David and the comic 
book industry 
r Post-hippy Living a contradiction/a massive Special What money!?! Branch file 
Dead children Health food isn't cheap/no doctors bills Spiritual Health 
Practitioners 
High Church - drag, Minimal commitment, terminal From the poor to the 
Low Church - drab boredom/the Empire lasts forever rich 
White shirts, thin black ties, Left temporal! obe, your whole life/ Bicycle repairs, Mormon 
short hair, bicycle clips, muscular thighs, righteousness, Tabernacle Choir 
and the Garment polygamy 
Berets and corduroy $100 worth of books, membership of Living it 
I" 
Actors Eckquity/Total power, absolute 
free will 
Long white robes, Mass calisthenics 3 times a day, early Harrods, arms merchants 
beach towels for hats arthritis of the knees, swingers are everywhere 
stoned/none if you are a woman 
Skull caps, Pointless dietary restrictions, foreskins Israel, psychoanalysis 
candelabras, (male), sense of worth (female)/ 
uncut forelocks angst humour 
Lederhosen and whips usually Guilt, fun is right out/Self-righteousness Bjelke-Petersen 
� 
impresses the natives Foundation, the Missions 
Dinner suits and valises None if you like goats/lots if you like Old Masons homes, Bjelke-
outside, blood-spattered goats goats Petersen Foundation 
fur inside 
Anything as long as it is orange, Up to you/A really good sex life and no Making sure Bagwan has a 
maroon or yellow. Wooden beads guilt good time 
and a mug shot of Rajneesh 
� White at peace marches, Public disbelief and ridicule/a warm Bail funds 
otherwise Pioneer Chic inner glow 
Red, green and yellow, As much self-righteousness as a severely Dope 
dreadlocks stoned person can get together/one-way 
ticket to Afri:a when they get it together 
Rosary beads, Guilt, fish-fingers every Friday in Lent/ The Vatican, the 
cruxifixes, bad habits ineligibility to join the Mormons, rT!issions 
creative angst 
Pointy headed Postage and handling/knowledge of the Small ads in the backs of 
secrets of the universe magazines 
19th century uniforms, shiny Donation for the WarCry, no alcohol/ Tambourines for the war 
brass buttons first pick of the op shop effort 
Lab coats, microscopes, Time, eyesight, sense of reality/fame Research grants 
spectacles, personal 
computers 
Weird straight, books and Life devotion to Ron L.Hubbard . L. Ron Hubbard 
leaflets in mind-boggling organisation/telekinesis, improved I Q, 
proportions mental health? 
Very straight, blood stained Around 10% of gross income, Saturday/ Legal exper,ses for Lindy 
camera cases a health food franchise 
Second-hand mormon Total obedience/top tax avoidance tips Rev Sun Moon 
uniforms 
Dove, cross and shield logo 
ENVIRONMENTAL 
IMPACT 
Nev&r made a mess of the Hilton Hotel 
Sunday trading 
The Moral. Majority, less fun and more 
fear 
Positive. They don't even step on ants 
Litter from comic books, imminent 
global destruction 
Small in beautiful 
All this good health means an oversupply 
of doctors who clog up golf courses 
Appalling, directly responsible for the 
British Empire and they made Australia 
what it is today 
Osmond Family Xmas specials and door-
to-door harassment are making life 
unbrearable for many 
Nil 
Which comes first, the Muslims or the 
desert. Test case: Malaysia 
� 
Responsible for the low quality of 
American TV, destroying Lebanon and 
maybe WWII 
The Gerrymander, Joh's urge to destroy 
Brigalow 
They are the insensitive capitalist scum 
actually running this planet. Jack the 
Ripper was a member 
Minimal, but it is all in the mind anyway· 
Richard Nixon is a member and he is 
responsible for the deforestation of 
Indo-China 
Problems if they arrive in Africa on short 
notice, otherwise they are too stoned to 
do much damage 
Terrible: Crusades, Inquisition, Ireland, 
1957 ALP split 
Small ads in the backs of magazines 
Sound polluters. Give busking a bad 
name. War Cry litter in pubs 
Could be terminaL Gave us nuclear 
bombs, poison gasses and biological 
warfare 
Initiates litter inner-city streets 
Just ask the Ayers Rock dingos what 
they can do in a small area 
Confetti pollution 
COMMENTS RATING 
Mix of radical politics and Indian myst- *** 
icism that can be quite explosive, gives 
ASI 0 something to do 
Better than cowering in the mud to **** 
appease the Volcano god, but a place bet 
on agnosticism 
Probably the world's most boring * 
religion 
Self-indulgent, self-sacrificing and *** 
occasionally self-immolating 
Use women as bait in membership * 
drives, very tacky sleaze bags 
Lacking in coherence and common-
*** 
sense, but at least they are trying-
very trying 




a bit dodgy 
Boring, archaic waste of time, no vitality, 
** 
no exuberance, a Clayton's religion 
Big success story, Joseph Smith started 
* 
with a handful of magic mushrooms and 
ended up with Utah. Absolute garbage 
Saying words with "hu" in them will 
*** 
make a better world, absolutely weird 
Big comeback since they found them-
** 
selves sitting on 90% of world's oiL I'd 
gi_ve my right hand to be a Muslim thief. 
There is a rule for everything and kosher 
**
* 
food is appalling 
Catholicism with a German accent and 
* 
no pope -still interested in world 
domination 
Kinky boy scouts for grown-ups. Great 
*** 
if you like goats. 
Doing everything to excess and without 
**** 
guilt is just the sort of religion the 
modern middle-class needs 
Progressive pacifists with pizzazz. Don't 
do much harm. 
**** 
Systematically discriminate against 
*** 
women. Soundtrack for the revolution. 
Whatever happened to the revolution? 
Has been a performer in the past but 
** 
they are losing them faster than they are 
breeding them now 
Into reincarnation, personal develop-
*** 
ment and absolute knowledge. Don't 
seem to be threatening 
Gives alcoholism a good name. How do 
** 
they get the kids to stay? 
Still wqrking on better toys for the 
*** 
boys. - -
What a mind trip. The classic Californian 
* 
money-making religion. Started out as 
science fiction, ended with tax exemption 
Yum yum, yes sir, that's my baby. 
Blatant exploitation of the sympathy 
* 
vote 
Market leader in brainwashing stakes. 
These people make Joseph McCarthy 
look l_ike Rosa Luxemburg 
* 
* 
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CANE TOAD 10 
Australia has always had the pretence 
of being a fairly secular country where 
the worship of god, or in fact doing 
anything that doesn't give you an 
immediate buzz, comes a long second 
to the eternal pursuit life, liberty and the 
ever evasive good times. 
It is the sort of flippancy one would expect from 
the bog Irish troublemakers, upper class English out­
casts and societal lepers from all over the world who 
supplied the murky gene pool that the present generat­
ion of Australians are further degrading with their 
penchant for LSD·, 245T and Big Macs. 
But that pretence is just a cheap facade for the deep 
and abiding interest Australians have for the seamy 
underside of religious practice. One line of thought 
argues that our interest in religion merely masks our 
·collective guilt for giving up something that might 
have done us a bit of good (going to church) for the 
ultra degenerate activities Australians presently practise 
on Sunday morning (smoking dope, eating croissants 
and fucking someone you hardly know among the 
resultant ash and crumbs). 
Another line is a little more attractive to those of 
us who are too guilty to admit our guilt: your average 
Australian doesn't give a stuff about god, just as they 
don't give a stuff about who is running the country but 
they just love raw meat in the blender ... They like 
to be reassured, as they bathe in the debilitating glow 
of their TV sets, that someone out there takes things 
seriously enough to stick the knife in. It is this fact 
that explains this blase nation's continuing fascination 
with Neville Wran and Azaria Chamberlain. 
Religion has been historically about the search for 
the sacred and the attainment of some ecstatic union 
with god or whatever. While the materialists tell us 
that it is all in our heads, the excitement generated 
by the possibility that it isn't, is enough to shift the 
decline of the dollar, the fall of governments and even 
the lotto results off the front pages of the Murdoch 
gutter press and thus occupy the national conscious­
ness for months or even years. 
The case of Azaria Chamberlain is the most recent 
and formidable occurrence of this phenomenon. In 
time, the subtle, yet rabid interplay of so many reli­
gious and political themes will be seen by tabloid. 
editors, still unborn, to be a textbook example of how 
to preoccupy the national consciousness with crap 
while governments and press magnates get away with 
starving the poor and selling smack to school children. 
Some would argue that it was Azaria that afforded 
Murdoch with the wherewithal to buy The Times. 
Others contend that Malcolm Fraser would never have 
won the 1980 election if the unemployed hadn't 
been so busy lobbying for the second inquest that 
they forgot to get on the electoral roll. 
So then, what is the guts of the Azaria Chamberlain 
case? What could keep the fickle Australian public 
entranced for so long? Is the dingo innocent? Was 
'Scarface' already dead? Did Lindy have post-natal 
depression? What was in the camera bag? What was 
on the barbeque? Who was the mystery hitchhiker.' 
and why did he have foetal blood? Who are the people 
in black? Why is the camping ground closed? What 
are the aboriginals hiding? Is land rights a .seventh 
LITICS 
LIA 
Day Adventist plot? What hiiVe the Elders of Zion 
been up to lately? ... And where is the body??? 
We will attempt to confuse all these questions and 
many more. 
To even begin, you must go to the heart of Aus­
tralia, the physical centre of the continent and the 
image that underpins the psychology of the Aus­
tralian people: Ayers Rock. 
Central Australia is very flat. There is also a lot of 
it. This immense landscape is dominated by a few 
rocks. They are also very big. Ayers Rock, or Uluhru 
as the traditional owners call it, is the biggest. It is 
also very sacred oecause, in terms Ellul never used, 
it inspires awe in anyone sensitive enough to know 
that their arse is on fire. 
Once you get anywhere near the Rock you- i mme­
diately realize that you are dealing with something 
that is much -bigger than the psychological under­
pinnings of a nation of sporting fanatics and mortga­
gees. If you put out your ethereal antennae you soon 
pick up the signal that says the whole point of the 
planet, or even the universe, is encoded in the vi­
brations from this rock. 
The traditional owners of the region have been 
aware of this for some time and they treat the place 
with the respect it is due. For example they do not 
tromp over it, unlike the herds of German tourists 
that presently infest the place. This probably explains 
why the Aboriginals live for so long when compared 
with the tourists who regularly find themselves decea­
sing a long way from the comfort of sauerkraut or even 
western medical expertise, muttering things like 'I only 
loved Goerring for his tutu!' 
And so it was to this rock that Michael 
Chamberlain, aspiring Seventh Day Adventist minister 
and sometime Weet-Bix salesperson, brought his wife 
Lindy, their two sons (one of whom is called Reagan 
which is prima facie evidence that someone here is 
in league with the devil) and their ten week old daugh­
ter, Azaria (which according to the Federal Court does 
not mean sacrifice in the wilderness). 
Now why anybody in their right mind would drag 
a ten week old kid around Central Australia is beyond 
me, particularly if the kid had demonstrated capability 
anywhere in the region of projectile vomiting. 
But come they did. They set up their family size 
tent in the public camping area within sight of Ayers 
Rock. This is where the alleged action went down. 
And it is pretty interesting to note that this camping 
area is now closed down. The closest you can legally 
pitch a tent to Ayers Rock today is twenty kilometres 
away at Yularu Tourist Complex. 
The reason for this appears simple. Once the tradi­
tional owners got any semblance of control over the 
area, the first thing on which they insisted was that 
white people live and sleep out of sight of the rock. 
So quite shortly the rag-tag collection of motels, 
hotels and guest houses that litter the environs of the 
rock will be dismantled and follow the campers to 
Yularu. The same goes for the park rangers and cops. 
The tourist information says that this move is for 
aesthetic reasons. But you can't help thinking-that the 
move might have something to do with the traditional 
owners appreciation of the powers of the rock and 
their desire to protect whites from more homicidal 
assaults by those of us who have been adversely affect­
ed by the rock. 
Because one thing we know for sure is that the 
place does drive whites crazy, particularly those who 
make no attempt to come to terms with the reality 
of the place. The attempt by a truckie to take his 
semi for a run through the front bar 9f the Inland 
Motel last year and the resultant death, carnage and 
unfinished shouts is just the most recent example 
of people losing control under the influence of the 
rock (and alcohol, of course). Witnesses reported 
that the truckie was seen leaving the scene with a 
maniacal grin of glee on his face. It's a wonder he 
wasn't breathing out sulphur fumes and sporting 
cloven hooves. My hunch is that the traditional 
owners know something that we don't and are taking 
a bit .of summary action to save us from ourselves. 
Just imagine that the world is run by an elite bunch of honchos (who) don't 
bother getting out of bed if there isrlt a tangy. baby's blood milkshake on hand .. 
So what is the drum? Did Lindy, 
depressed by the birth of her third child 
and its continuing illness so far from 
civilization and perhaps overcome by 
the power of the rock, just go crazy 
and kill the kid? 
· 
Maybe, but crazy people who kill their kids on the 
spur of the moment do not usually do it in the middle 
of a barbie and then have a well worked out cover 
story at hand. They usually do it in a fairly messy 
and obvious manner. Lindy has always denied that 
she had post-natal depression, a defence that would 
have seen her off with a good behaviour bond. Medical 
evidence was introduced at the trial to show that she 
had none of the symptoms of PND. So if Lindy did 
not do it, who did? 
The dingo was prime suspect from the moment 
that Lindy said those immortal words: The dingo 
has got my baby'. Our hardy little canine friend 
kept investigators off the track long enough to make 
sure that the true story will never be told unless one 
of the central characters breaks down and tells all. 
Recent pro-Lindy investigators have given the 
dingo theory a new respectability. Their case hinges 
on whether the wily rogue dingo 'Scarface' was actual­
ly shot before the incident (but after it had exercised 
the incisors on another kid) or whether it was merely 
dumped in the desert 300 kilometres away by a ranger 
who had taken a liking to it (or who was in its power, 
more likely). 
This version of events would require the dingo 
to cover around sixty kilometres of desert a day, then 
nip into the right tent, gambol over the two boys 
without waking them and for the first time in 5 000 
years of human contact to carry off a kid that weighed 
in at about five times its normal prey. Not impossible, 
but not all that likely either. 
So if both Lindy and the dingo are unlikely sus­
pects, the question remains: who did the deed? Well 
a couple of contenders who haven't been given much 
coverage are the boys, Reagan and Aidan. They were 
on the scene and had a motive (their projectile vomi­
ting sister was cutting into their attention time). They 
even had access to the putative murder weapon: the 
scissors. But they have been shielded by Lindy all 
along and through all the legal procedure they have 
never been called to give an account of the fateful 
night. 
Another contender who doesn't get much press 
·is Michael. There are those that contend that he may 
have been more than an accessory after the fact and 
that he was pulling some sort of Biblical trip, either: 
(a) doing an Abraham: being called on by god to 
give the kid the chop and then at the crucial mo­
ment, when the reprieve should have come through 
so the new chosen people could get a start, god was 
out the back blowing a huge number of Sumatran 
Gold or maybe snorting a little Colombian Flake 
and totally missed his cue, or 
(b) doing a Revelations, realizing that the kid was 
the Anti-Christ aRd so cutting of the life support 
system before it took over the planet. The crucial 
question here is whether the kid had 666 emblazon­
ed on its head and we won't know the answer to 
that one without the body. 
An even more engaging possibility emerged on a 
recent expedition to Ayers Rock: maybe Michael had 
to make certain sacrifices to make his way up the 
Seventh Day Adventist ladder and this is where the 
people in black come in. Some of those at the rock 
at the time of Azaria's disappearance recall that a few 
days before the fateful barbeque a big black car cruised 
into town. 
The occupants of the car were dressed in black. 
They were pale, seemingly asexual, rude in bars and 
restaurants and they spoke English with a bland accent. 
Who were the people in black? Stuffed if I know, but 
they did disappear at about the same time Azari a did. 
Now one possibility is that the people in black were 
wacky white slavers who like to do things the hard 
way. Another possibility is that Ayers Rock is actually 
� a stranded space craft from another galaxy and that 
the people in black actually use fresh babies blood 
to fuel the ship's life support system. This would 
probably explain a lot about child sacrifice all over 
the planet. 
The other possibility is that the people in black are 
in fact some sort of elite corps of the Seventh Day 
Adventist Church who do get into child sacrifice etc., 
etc. What, you might ask, even suggests this as a 
possibility? Well for starters what do we know about 
the Seventh Day Adventists? A quick glance at any 
standard religious reference book will give the answer: 
bugger all. 
We know that they started in the U.S.A. in the early 
19th century, that they keep the seventh day of the 
week holy (i.e. Saturday, if you count Sunday as the 
first), that they expected the world to end sometime 
in 1844 and that when it didn't they expanded into 
·health food and breakfast cereal. Now I don't want 
to be picky but this is hardly any basis for a religion 
and the suspicion remains that the supposed religion 
is, in fact, a front for an elite group of American 
fanatics who call the shots. 
Well with that one under our belts let us ponder 
how this bunch of yankee fanatics got to be in Central 
Australia lusting for blood. You don't have to look 
far away to find another bunch of yankee fanatics: 
the C.I.A. stooges at the Pine Gap Space Base and 
this takes the whole Azaria scam onto another level. 
In 1905 a minor Russian bureaucrat published 
a small tome called 'The Protocols of the Elders of 
Zion' which outlined how a group of jewish financiers 
planned to achieve world domination. Now the 
book has been repeatedly condemned as an anti­
semetic torgery, and it probably is, but consider the 
situation if it isn't. Just imagine if the world is in 
fact run by an elite bunch of honchos with a more 
than passing interest in the Kabbalah, a secret semite 
text which says (reading between the lines) don't both­
er getting out of bed if there isn't a tangy baby's blood 
milkshake on hand to get you on your way. And 
maybe these same honchos are running the C.I.A., 
the Masons, the Seventh Day Adventist Church, 
the transnational corporations and Rupert Murdoch, 
keeping the broad masses bemused with mysteries 
like Bogie-Chandler, Koo Stark and Azaria Chamber­
lain while they jet around the globe, gargling essence 
of foetal blood. No wonder the world is tucked. 
Well it is time for my sedation now, so I'll leave 
you with this thought: even though the Sydney Sun 
is offering a million dollars for the grave of Azaria 
when they get there, if they ever do, four years of 
weatl)ering in the desert will not have left a lot of 
baby tissue or even fragile baby bone in evidence. 
So Azaria will share the fate of a number of other 
social phenomena: Frank Nugan, Donald McKay, 
Putty-Nose Nichols, Juanita Neilson and Harold Holt 
victims in the battle for international domination who 
mysteriously disappear at the crucial moment only to 
be resurrected every silly season by the cage of monkeys 
who pass for Murdoch's feature writers. 
� 
.• 
CANE TOAD 11 
THE 
© - r984 
Dave Tyt"'el"" 
All Rights Reserved 
N .... � .. ..,. 
'It'"" 
a 
c::c �� ...... 0 1-
w 
z <( � • ..wll 
Sh I.Addu p! You s vine. 
Dere ist no doubt 
abo4t m'j birth­
right! I am Deutsch! 
Ya .I I am ARYAN I 




() �--..:: ..... �--� 
-
In a FUTORE as close as TOMORROW, decayed is 
the CITY and controlled by ROBOTS . .  , CREWS of 
TERROR rule tbe highway to HELL when HOPE 
is D'EAD and PRAYERS ar·e FIRE . .  � 
Across the 0UNKLAND tbe VIPER and other 
DERANGED nomads on ROLLERS o£ RUBB.ER run 
the gauntlet of tbe OUTCASTS that DEFILE humanity 
thirsty for the priceless GUZZOLINE, FUEL of the 
SOUL in a 'PEARSHOW where SPEED is KING • • •  
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ACCEIVT'r 
Most quizzes are designed by upwardly mobile 
morons who think Duran Duran are O.K. and could 
not get an honest job on the railways. They are tot­
ally frustrated and want to make you feel that way 
too. 
- As most people lead boring, banal and drug-free 
lives when compared with rock stars, advertising 
executives and land-developers (which the quiz des­
igner always wanted to be) it is not surprising when 
a quiz decides you are a total failure with the pers­
onality of a cow pat and the employment prospects 
to match. 
Do you think you have more to offer than that? 
Have you always wanted to see how you would 
rate in the big league? 
Well, this Quiz is for you ... Our highly paid and 
internationally regarded team of research psycholog­
ists and religious scholars have been tinkering with 
the profile for months. All over the world religious 
leaders have checked the answers and sworn to abide 
by the judges decision. Rome, Mecca, Jerusalem, 
L�asa, Salt Lake 'City and Jonestown, Guiana: in every 
.. religious capital high councils are waiting for the 
announcement of the winner who gets ABSOLUTELY 
EVERYTHING. 
All that is left is for you, the reader, to go through 
the questions, to do the quiz and to find out whether 
you are the supreme being, a mere lower deity or just 
a wimpy human after all. 
Let's start with a 
few easy ones to see 
whether you fit the bill 
for the big job 
1. Where are you? 
(a) everywhere 
(b) all over the place 
(c) out of it 
(d) in a Swiss bank 
(e) in a Lebanese restaurant 
2. What do you know?' 
(a) everything 
(b) not much 
(c) Where to get a good Cappucino 
(d) every stop on the Sunshine 
route 
(e) when the train leaves 
(f) where Harold Holt is 
(g) nothing 
3. How powerful are you? 
(a) more powerful than a 
locomotive 
(b) can juggle universes 
(c) can juggle nooks . 
(d) can fix d parking ticket 
(e) can disappear up your own 
black hole 
4. How do you manifest yourself? 
(a) thunder and lightning 
(b) a burning bush 
(c) a burning priest 
(d) a refrigerator 
(e) in a raincoat 
(f) only after midday 
5. What is your calling card? 
(a) tablets (stone) 
(b) tablets (gold) 
(c) tablets (pharmaceutical) 
{d) you take the tooth and leave 
sixpence under the pillow 
(e) when at Ayers Rock, a dingo 
Okay, now for a few 
tougher ones to see what 
sort of elan and style 
you can bring to the 
job ... 
6. What do you do for fun? 
(a) create universes 
(b) smite people with sore boils 
(c) perform immaculate 
conceptions 
(d) grow your own 
(e) write Carl Sagan's scripts 
7. How do you get around? 
(�) public transport 
(b) on a little pink cloud 
(c) in a fiery chariot 
(d) in a F.J. 
(e) on vd spores 
(f) I'M already there 
8. Who believes in you? 
(a) yourself 
(b) your mother 
(c) Ronald Reagan and his 
mother 
(d) 10,000 rich, crazy Americans 
(e) 10,000 poor, hungry and 1 ' 
crazy Ethiopian goatherds 





(e) National Country Party 
(f) Melbourne Cup 
(g) 10,000 rich, crazy Americans 
10. How do you like to be. 
worshipped? 
. (a) goats into volcanoes 
(b) self-flagellation 
(c) still beating hearts 
(d) pointless, awkward dietary 
restrictions 
(e) baby sacrifice 
(f) guilt . 
(g) a small cash donation for the 
pamphlett 
CANE TOAD 13 
Some questions to 
re.veal the true you 
11. Sex? 
(a) female, of course, and I'm 
black too 
(b) male, sorry 
(c) haemaphrodite 
(d) no thank you, I'm god!!! 
12. What was your most sensuous · 
experience? 
(a) immaculate conception 
(b) immaculate contraception 
(c) 100 Years War 
(d) smiting someone with sore 
boils 
(e) lancing them 
(f) interfering with a dwarf star 
13. What is your position on sex? 
(a) only for procreation 
(b) alright as long as you don't 
enjoy it 




(i) the grass is always gre.ener on 
the other side ... 
And finally, a couple 
of things we have been 
wondering about ... 
14. How do you deal with non­
believers ? 
(a) bolts of lightning 
(b) smiting with sore boils 
(c) excommunication 
(d) electoral defeat 
(e) send them to Surfers 
Paradise 
15. What is the price of eternal 
salvation? 
(a) 10% of gross income 
(b) 100% of gross income 
(c) celibacy 
(d) a cash donation for the 
devotional literature 
(e) 200,000 Hail Marys 
(f) 1.5 million oms 
(g) a perfect fuck 
Answers 
NEXT PAGE 
THEIST: You must be God. Are you? 
: I certainly am. 
HEIST: Gee, you don't look like the pictures. I 
barely recognised you. 
: You mean, the pictures don't look anything like 
me! 
THE 1ST: You just look a bit happier than I expected. 
:Thank you, you're very kind. Are you enjoying 
yourself here? 
THEIST: Actually, you're the only person who's 
talked to me so far. All the others just turn away. 
ATHEIST: Jealous? I thought jealousy was a human 
weakness. 
ATHEIST: What if you're killed in a car accident and 
you don't get a chance to confess on your death 
bed? 
GOD: Look, the basic reason I don't normally let 
atheists in permanently is because you argue all the 
time. You might save me a lot of work while you're 
alive, but you make up for it when you die. 
OD: Why's that? GOD: Granted, it's not the word I would have chosen. 
THEIST: I think it's because the front desk would 
only let me have a temporary entry permit. I used 
to be an atheist when I was alive. Before I saw the 
light. Ha ha. 
But that's what happens when you let somebody 
else write your life story. The fact remains- it's 
not good enough to be good. 
ATHEIST: That's mad. Just give me one logical reason 
ATHEIST: What ifl promised never to argue with 
anybody ever again? 
OD: Oh ... I thought you looked a little different. GOD: Well ... 
We only ever let atheists have temporary entry 
permits. Just so you can see what the place is 
really like. Ha ha. 
GOD: It's not a question of logic, my friend. It's a 
question of faith. You have to have faith. 
ATHEIST: I'd do anything you wanted me to. 
GOD: Anything? 
ATHEIST: But I've got faith! ATHEIST: Cross my heart! 
THEIST: But I lived a .very good life when I was on 
Earth ... I was never rude to anyone. I never sold 
drugs to schoolchildren. Honest. I even gave money 
to the people with the funny buckets at traffic 
lights. 
GOD: I'm sorry, it's too late now. You have to have 
faith when you're alive. 
GOD: Well, there is one thing ... 
ATHEIST: What's that? 
. That may be, but you were still an atheist. 
ATHEIST: Well, I must admit I wasn't totally certain 
you didn't exist. I had my doubts. I suppose I was 
more of an agnostic, really . 
GOD: I've been thinking of changing the way I 
promote my commandments and decrees. Nothing 
too radical, mind you. More of a cosmetic touch, 
really. You didn't do it in my name. 
THEIST: But isn't the whole point of having a God 
to encourage people to be good ... and I was good 
anyway. I mean I saved you a lot of work. No 
prayers, no confessions to listen to. Just think of 
GOD: It makes no difference. Your faith must be 
total, at least on your death bed. ATHEIST: What do you want me to do? 
ATHEIST: You mean, I could have been as bad as I 
liked all my life, then confessed on my death bed 
and I could have got into Heaven for good? 
GOD: Well, I need someone to go around the place 
talking. You know, the usual things· democracy, 
consensus politics ... People don't seem to go for 
the law-and-order approach like they used to ... what it would be like if was like me. 
Heaven would be more for ! 
GOD: Well, maybe, but I do reserve my rights in that 




FROM PAGE 13 
Answers 
1. (a) Show off . . . . . . . . . . 5 pts. 
(b) No. You might be Lord Mount· 
batten, though . . . . . . . . . 2 pts. 
(c) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 10 pts. 
(d) ... .............. 0 pts. 
(e) .... .... ....... 10pts. 
(As long as you are not the food.) 
2. (a) What are you, a computer? 
............... .- .. : 5 pts. 
(b) At least you're truthful . 8 pts. 
(c) Write immediately to the Cane 
Toad Times . . . . . . . . . . 10 pts. 
(d) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 6 ots. 
(e) ...... . ...... ... 4 pts. 
(f) Look, I know a good literary 
agent . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2 pts. 
(g) ................. 0 pts. 
(What did you expect?) 
3. (a) Yankee trash . . . . . . . . 2 pts. 
(b) ................. 4 pts. 
(c) But how did you juggle with 
one hand in the till? . . . . . 6 pts. 
(d) No. However, you might be 
Roy Harvey . . . . . . . . . . . 8 pts. 
(e) Have fun . . . . . . . . . 10 pts. 
4. (a) Extrovert! . . . . . . . . . 2 pts. 
(b) ................. 4 pts. 
(c) That's better ... .-. . . . 6 pts. 
(d) You open the door and see the 
I ight . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 0 pts. 
(e) Degenerate . . . . . . . . . 8 pts. 
(f) ... ........ ·. . . . . 10 pts. 
(At least you've got your priorities 
right.) 
5. (a) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 0 pts. 
(b) ................. 0 pts. 
(c) Not God, but you might be 
Timothy Leary . . . . . . . . 10 pts. 
(d) Close . . . . . . . . . . . . . 5 pts. 
(e) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 5 pts. 
6. (a) .... ·. . . . . . . . . . . . . 0 pts. 
(b) That's style! . . . . . . . . 5 pts. 
(c) Does it lack substance? . 5 pts. 
(d) Anytime you want to, drop 
over to my place ... you already 
know the address . . . . . . 10 pts. 
(e) Intellectual cretin . . . . . 2 pts. 
7. (a) to (e) . . . . . . . . . . . . . 0 pts. 
(f) See answer to 6(d) . . . 10 pts. 
8. (a) to (e) . . . . . . . . . . . . . 0 pts .. 
(Nobody, but nobody believes in 
you these days.) 
9. (a) to (g) . . . . . . . . . . . . . 0 pts. 
(Humans are stuffed. What god 
would want any of them?) 
10. (a) And you've got one of those 
novelty barbeque aprons, haven't 
you? . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 5 pts. 
(b) A pat on the back every now 
and then really encourages the 
followers . . . . . . . . . . . . . 4 pts. 
(c) So romantic! . . . . . . . . 3 pts. 
(d) Join Weight-watchers . . 2 pts. 
(e) Look, I know a good literary 
agent ................ 1 pt. 
(f) Killjoy . . . . . . . . . . . . 0 pts. 
(g) Strange how things work 10pts. 
11. (a) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 10 pts. 
(b) ................. 0 pts. 
(c) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 5 pts. 
(d) Prude . . . . . . . . . . . . 0 pts. 
12. (a) ................. 2 pts. · 
(b) Thanks for nothing . . . 4 pts. 
(c) Nice light show . . . . . . 6 pts. 
(d) .... ...... .. ..... 8 pts. 
(e) Funlover . . . . . . . . . 10 pts. 
(f) Hot-core porn . . . . . . 10 pts. 
13. (a) .. ............... Opts. 
(b) ........... ...... 0 pts. 
(c) ............. .... 5 pts. 
(d) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 0 pts. 
(e) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 0 pts. 
(f) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 10 pts. 
14. (a) ................. 2 pts. 
(b) ................. 4 pts. 
(c) ................. 6 pts. 
(d) .. ..... ... ....... 8 pts. 
(e) Yes, it is hell! . . . . . . 10 pts. 
15. (a) Cheap . ........ · .  . . 2 pts. 
(b) Expensive . . . . . . . . . . 2 pts. 
(c) Too much . . . . . . . . . . 0 pts 
(d) Commercial . . . . . . . . 0 pts. 
(e) Lots of nuns in heaven, hey?f! 
. .................. 4 pts. 
(f) That's enough to run Tarong 
Power Station . . . . . . . . . 6 pts. 
(g) It must get terribly lonely in 
heaven . . . . . . . . . . . . . 10 pts. 
How do you rate as 
the Supreme Being? 
150-131. You are God, but you are 
also a terrible cheat, so who can 
believe anything you say. Arrogant, 
vengeful, righteous and keen on 
smiting with sore boils. 
130-101. You're God material, alright. 
Not cute or likeable, but godlike. 
100-81. You are a minor deity. There 
are no vacancies in Australia at the 
moment but why don't you 
register with the Board and we'll 
see if we can get you a position in 
West Africa. 
80-51. You aren't a god, but you do 
take a lot of drugs. 
50-31. You are just a normal person 
and it's all bullshit anyway. 
30-0. Don't you even try? Look at 
L. Ron Hubbard. He was a no-talent 
sci·fi writer and now he's up there 
with Buddha and the rest. Get your 
finger out. 
OOD EVENING. I'd like to have a frank, heart-to-heart talk with you tonight about a very 
nal subject. Suicide. Have you thought about it? I have. Are you thinking about it 
t now? I am. If you are contemplating suicide at this very moment, let me make this 
ea to you- don't do it! Think very, very carefully about the irreversible step you're about 
to . Consider very, very carefully the far-reaching implications of this journey of no-return you 
are about to go on. Ponder very, very carefully the advice I am about to give you. And then do it! 
I believe it's high time that we recognised the valuabl'i! contribution that suicide has made to Australia's 
way of life. Too often, suicide is seen as a senseless death. Do you realise that some of the world's 
bravest, most courageous, most heroic figures were suiciders? Joan of Arc ... General William Custer ... 
lord Horatio Nelson ... Terry White. They all relentlessly pursued courses of action which they 
knew from the very beginning could only bring about their own demises. They were all totally 
dedicated to one ideal, and one only- heroic suicide. 
It is this noble idea to which my newly-formed political party, the Queensland Suicide Party, is 
dedicated. Now don't get me wrong. We are not promoting suicide as an anarchistic form of escapism. 
No, there's nothing I hate more than those snivelling little nonentities who skulk away and hide in a 
closet and slit their wrists with Bic disposable razors. Or those gutless little cowards who cringe 
under their bedsheets after they've taken an overdose of sleeping pills. Or those timid little turds 
who snuff it by shoving their heads into gas ovens. This is not what the Queensland Suicide Party 
stands for. We believe that if you're going to commit suicide, do it right. If suicide is to make a 
positive contribution to society, it must be based on the noblest ideals, and must, of course, gain 
maximum media coverage. 
My friends, God never meant suicide to be an escape from life. He meant it to be the ultimate 
self-expression of the overcoming of life's burdens. He meant it to be the final act of self-sacrifice 
through which one can extend the boundaries of the human spirit and imagination. Kill yourself, 
sure, but kill yourself as God intended you to kill yourself - by pushing yourself to the very edge 
of your physical and n:tental limits ... and then beyond. 
The Queensland Suicide Party has just released a helpful little booklet which is specifically designed 
to nudge all potential suiciders towards their pot- ential ... and over the edge. It's called "1001 
Ways to Commit Suicide". If you'd like a copy of my new book, just send $10,000 
in used, unmarked, untraceable notes to Queensland Suicide Party Publications, 
351 Deadend Street, Gladstone 4680. I know it's a lot of money, but this is 
a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Besides, where you're going you 
won't need money anyway. 
For the benefit of dole-bludgers 
fuls, here's just a sample of some 
to commit suicide. Thank you. 
and other poorer suicide hope­
of the most challenging ways 
Good evening. And goodbye. 
FLARK MARCH 
Skydive from 10,000 metres and land precisely on a 
curare-tipped pin. 
Surf over Niagara Falls. 
Attempt the first crossing of the Nullabor Plains in a 
solar-powered saunamobile. 
Play lead guitar in an underwater rock band. 
Absail down Ayers Rock on a strand of barbed-wire. 
' Try to set a new world live piranha-eating record. 
Become a famous brain surgeon and attempt the frrst 
self-lobotomy on yourself using only a surgically-sterilis,ed 
can opener. 
Dive off a qO- metre-high tower into a blender. 
Climb to the. summit of Mt Everest and take an .,overdose 
* of valium. 
JJecome the most :famouS. Hollywooa sex symbol of all 
titne and, at the very height ·of your career, wank your-" self .. to death. 
�Sef\ . a ne� wprld hign-jump record by' clearing the two­
metre-nigh barrier fence on the 7�th floor of the Empire 
'  State Building. . 
.
· , 
Drive,. a je{�powered car at a new lanq speed record of 
� 1000 kph into a brick wau. 
Eat a test tube and become the world's, fttst test tube 
death. • 
Attempt to set a new long-distance swimming :record 
in a poolful of wet-cement; 
Start a new punk vogue by insertingsaf'ety pins through 
your neck. 
Become the world's first intercontinental ballistic 
missile test pilot. 
Volunteer as a guinea-pig for rat poison research, 
Paddle a dugout canoe across the Sydney expressway. 
Rollerskate across the Sahara. 
Try to break the world boiling oil skulling record. 
Protest about food in Irish jails by stuffing yourself 
with food until you explode. 
Go drag-racing at peak hour on the main Mascot Airport 
runway. 
Enter a go-cart in the Italian Grand Prix. 
Write and produce an award-winning children's horror 
play in which the cast members get a bit carried away 
and hack you to death with machetes in the final scene ' on opening night. 
Join the NASA Space Program and become the fttst 
astronaut to nude-sunbake on the moon. 
Set a new skindiving depth record with the aid of 
1/2-tonne lead flippers bolted to your feet. 
Hijack a South Korean jet and order it to fly to Moscow. 
Become Pope and contract AIDS. 
Become Queen and order a barracks-ful of Welsh Guards 
to fuck you to death. 
Fill an airti�t wetsuit with lighter fluid and attempt the 
world's first underwater self-immolation. 
Jump a motorbike over 21} cars, the last one positioned 
on the edge of the Grand Canyon. 
Attempt a new world weightlifting record with superglue 
smeared on your snoulders. 
Become the Supreme Commander of ihe US Armed 
Forces and order an all-out nuclear attack on your home. 
Be the first to run an Olympic mar;thon in a Siberian 
overcoat. 
Attempt to. escape from East to West Berlin in a stereo­
phonic wheelchair playing hard,eore:,punk. 
Becol)le a world-fam()us crime slellth1 track down an 
escaped maS$ mw:derer> and poke fun at liim, 
$etup a bra11;ch �iff the Ku Klux 'Klan in Hadem. 
Set up an Atheists' League in Iran, 
Be th� fttst. to perform a ritualistic hari� ari, disembowel· 
ment with a chainsaw. · ,.. 
Mount a one7person uqarmed . assault on a Red Brigade 
strong� old. 
Be the first.persQn to trek. fo the South Pole in the nude. 
Attempt . .to swallow lake Peddar. 
Ski down the slopes Of St Paul's Cathedral's roof. 
Become a world heavywei�t boxing contender and, just before the start, of your final bout1 have your hands 
surgically lllUPUtatea. 
Be the first to attempt to jump a steamroller over 23 
boxes of dynamite. 
Shoot the Zambesi River rapids in a coolite esky. 
Attempt to beat the world live handgrenade juggling 
record. 
Join a crack IRA attack squad assault on a minefield. 
Go for the world redback spider trouser-stuffing record. 
Become the world 100-metre sprint champion and then 
get run over and cn�shed to death by a gjant turtle while 
holidaying on the Galapagos Islands. 
Attempt to scl.Je the Matterhorn handcuffed. 
More autocamage on the following page .•••.• 
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The suicide orgy continues ..•.... 
Impersonate an Aussie Test 'Cricketer and field at extra 
silly mid-on without a helmet and with your eyes closed 
while Viv Richards is batting for the West Indies. 
Make an attempt on the world barefoot stonefish­
trampling record. 
Hold up a Chicage gun-store armed only with a plastic 
butter knife. 
Go sunbathing in a microwave oven. 
See if you can break the Australian land-mine long­
dista�c� punt-kick_ing r_ecord. 
Go on 'That's Incredible' with an attempt to karate chop 
the propeller of a taxiing Fokker. 
Become the first person in the world to suggest to Mafia 
boss, Joe Vincens(), that he get fucked. 
Attempt the first crossing of the Indian Ocean on an 
inflatable plastic doll. 
Go for the razorblade swallowing record. 
Do research into cultivation of a totally new form of 
cancer, using your own pancreas. 
Fly a Jumbo jet single-handed across the Atlantic and 
attempt to land it blindfolded on the New York Express-
way at peak hour. 
Study yoga until you reach such a state of perfection 
that you can shove your head up your arse and suffocate. 
Pilot a submatine straight into the side of a sunken 
Japanese warplane wreck. 
Win the Nobel Prize for inventing the first time machine, 
then travel back in time and abort yourself. 
Stowaway on a Saturn V5 rocket going on a one-way 
mission to Pluto. 
Become an Irish hitman and send a return-addressed 
letterbomb to a non-existent address. 
Practice Zen meditation until you reach such a state of 
ultimate tranquility that you can sit absolutely motion­
less and blis ful in your backyard in the path of an 
oncoming runaway electric lawnmower. 
Try to set a new water-treading time record in shark­
infested waters after amputating your feet. 
Go for the world multiple self-inflicted shotgun wounds 
· in the groin record. 
Practice barefoot trampolining on a bed of nails. 
Attempt to cross Bass Strait on a sail-powered skateboard. 
Become a world-famous contortionist and see if you can 
squeeze yourself through an electric mincer. 
Attempt to break the world live scorpion swallowing 
record. 
Go wild pig hunting armed only with a ping-pong bat. 
Try to demolish a National Trust-protected building 
with your head. 
Join the Marines as a bomb-catcher.; 
Get a job in a gym as the first professional punching bag. 
Go for the world multiple self-inflicted ice-pick wounds­
in-the-head record. 
Overdose on health food. 
Try to grow the world's biggest brain turnout. 
Become an IRA 'supergrass' and start givin� lectures 
on your adventures on the suburban snoppmg centre 
circuit. 
Be the first person in the world to eat a chandelier. 
Go skinnydipplng in an active volcano. 
Try to shoot your way into.Pentridge prison. 
Become the first American zeppelin fighter pilot in the 
skies over Lebanon. 
Cultivate schizophrenia and get one of your personalities 
to strangle the other to death. 
Attempt to hypnotise a shark. 
Kidnap yourself and issue your corner grocery store 
owner with an ultimatum that unless he pays a $1 million 
ransom, you will be forced to shoot yourself. 
Inject yourself with an overdose of Milo. 
Perform as principal dancer in the 'Aus�ralian Ballet 
Company's production of Swan Lake and, halfway 
through the third act, pirouette into a vat of shit and 
drown. 
' 
Attempt to set a new Olympic javelin-catching record. 
Attach a tow rope to the back of a Mac truck and go 
barefoot highway-skiing. 
Attempt to leap the Snake River Canyon on a tricycle. 
Get marooned in a life raft in the middle of the Atlantic 
and, in an act of desperate starvation, cannibalise yourself. · 
Go for the world plutonium-eating record. 
Join a circus and become a chainsaw-swallower. 
Attempt to cross the English Channel in a sail-equipped 
armoured tank. 
Become an Islamic revolutionary and attempt to drive a 
truckload of US Marines into the·side of an ammunition 
dump.+ 
Attempt the first crossing of the Gobi desert by turtle. 
Take up nude box-jellyfish wrestling. 
F or forty-five years the caped crusader has confronted, conquered and, usual­ly, captured the 'creme de Ia creme' 
of criminals who challenge the calm of 
Gotham City, yet little has been written 
concerning the character of that costumed 
crimefighter. 
Any attempt to cut to the core of the character of this 
champion of crime controllers can only occur through a 
study of the reality of which the Batman finds bimself a part 
At this stage of the study it seems solicitous to suggest 
that the Batman cannot be seen from the perspective of some 
perusal of the person "Bruce Wayne", since it is the persona 
"Batman" which forms the focus of the functions of the 
fellow: "Bruce Wayne". 
To put the point as precisely as possible, it is the Batman 
who determines how Bruce Wayne exists, and not vice versa. 
To understand how Bruce Wayne functions we must focus 
on the requirements of the righter of wrongs role; the Batman 
before Bruce. 
When Bruce Wayne witnessed the malicious murdering of 
his mother and father by a mugger he swore: '� . . by the 
Spirits of my parents, to avenge their deaths by spending 
the rest of my life warring on all criminals." 
Observation of the oath, however, takes a total trans· 
formation; "He Becomes A Master Scientist" and "Trains 
His Body To Physical Perfection Until He Is Able To Perform 
Amazing Athletic Feats" 
Batman is born! The Bat image being inaugurated because 
a bat disturbed Bruce Wayne as he sought a symbol that 
focussed on the fact that: "Criminals Are A Superstitious 
Cowardly Lot, So My Disguise Must Be Able to strike Terror 
Into Their Hearts, I Must Be A Creature Df The Night, Black, 
Terrible .. A .. " 
The Batman has from the beginning been a very public 
personality. His daring performances dutifully presented by 
"kid" Bob Kane for the first time in Detective Comics No. 27, 
May, 1939. A year later the young lad was allowed to devote 
a whole magazine to documenting the doings of the dynamic 
duo. 
Before long the Batman's battles began to appear in news· 
paper comic strips. In 1943, 1948 and 1966, movies were 
made recreating the righteous row with wrongdoing; television 
turned to tracing the trials of the terrific twosome in 1966. 
But before we begin to believe that the Batman belies 
further blandishment it behooves us to embark upon an 
examination of this enigmatic enforcer or equilibrium emanat­
ing from the exploits as they are evidenced in these media. 
So who is this knight of knowledge in the service of the 
citizenry of the city of Gotham? The evidence as it emerges 
appears equivocal and even actually contradictory. But, prob­
ably, Batman is best bespoken by bringing to the fore, four 
facets of the ferocious figure in fancy dress. These various 
visages invoked for, and by, Batman are: "Hero", "Crime­
fighter", "Police Agent", and :'Millionaire." 
As "hero" Batman must maintain an immaculate mode 
of behaviour as afficianado and apotheosis of the American 
way of life. The pressure placed upon him appears ponderous 
"Superman and Batman were born just before a great 
world conflict They mirrored the spirit of the era and 
America's attitude toward political problems; they expressed 
the idea that America was the saviour of all true social values, 
guardian of democracy, deliverer of the oppressed from the 
bondage of Fascism and National Socialism." 
But the hero role has real problems for the being behind 
the beatitudes. 
Every day the emissary of decency engages diabolical 
foes whilst trying to be the very vision of a valiant vanguard 
of virtue; every day the caped crusader confronts the chance 
that he will fail to fulfill his function of effecting a faultless 
facade. Should he sometime not succeed his psyche will 
suffer from the shock of his failure and he must redefine 
this function in the light of the plunge from perfection. 
But self imposed superheroism suffers from more sinister 
side·effects, Batman's stereotypical status stultifies his senses. 
He stands as one of the super-heroes for whom: '� . . the 
thought of revenge that had prompted them to take up super 
heroism as a career closed their minds against the realities that 
ruled society. They thought, spoke and acted in cliches, were 
fitted with spiritual blinkers and saw everything in harsh 
contours of black and white ... " 
In his world of heroic endeavour the Batman stands alone, 
distant, perhaps slightly out of touch with the true situation 
of which he is so prominent a part, out of touch even with 
the realities of the life of the millionaire who foots the bill. 
clearly constitutes a congenial career for the caped crusader 
(recall the debacle of his dabblings with the demands of 
political life when he conducted a completely counterproduct· 
ive campaign for Mayor of Gotham City in competition with 
. that with that finny fiend the perfidious Penguin). 
In his role as crimefighter the Batman emerges as evidently 
at ease. With an arena in which he can activate his "amazing 
athletic" antics and the perenial puzzles produced by the 
plundering pilferers against whom he is pitted to prompt 
him to peak psychological performance, the Batman appears 
pleased with his position. 
While his status as superhero serves as some reminder of the 
secreted potential of the human person: "Batman ... shows 
us that we can attain superheroship through sheer industry, 
tenacious endeavour,· and a large enough private fortune . 
running into millions to acquire all the necessary super-hero 
equipment." 
Batman battles bereft of all bar the benefits of brawn and 
brain and banishes brigands both alien and human. 
Doubtless the dynamic-duo's devices are dec· 
isive for their duel with the dastards who en­
danger democracy and decency in Gotham 
City, but these ingenious inventions 
inhere in the imagination of Batman 
and must (like all products of 
human actvitity) be consid· 
ered as extensions of his 
existence evidencing his 
essential nature. 
Bereave the Bat· 
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But if the Batman may emerge as estranged from everyday 
existence he is in his element in the underworld. Crimefighting • 
Batman battles bereft of all bar the benefits of brawn and 
brain and banishes brigands both alien and human. 
Doubtless the dynamic-duo's devi�es are decisive for their 
duel with the dastards who endanger democracy and decency 
in Gotham City, but these ingenious inventions inhere in the 




activity) be considered as extensions of h1s ex1stence evidenc­
ing his essential nature. 
Bereave the Batman of Batmobile, bat belt, bat pole, bater­
ang, batcomputer, bat cave, bat rope, and bat crime analyser 
and there is no Batman. Whether they serve to magnify mental 
or muscular might the machines manipulated in the mastering 
of miscreants are extensions of the Batman created by and 
for, the Batman. 
But, as is typical of the telling of tales under capitalism, 
the productive aspects of the life of Batman are never explored 
eliminating the eventuality that the emissary of enlightenment 
might be experienced as having affinities with the working­
classes. 
"Techonology. isolated once more from the productive 
process, passing from the head of the inventor to the manu­
factured state without the intermediary of manual 
labour, is used as a subterfuge to conceal 
the absence of real change." 
Machines may be mutable, but 
the social relations which determine 
how they are used are not altered in 
any aspect by the adoption of each 
new gadget. Science seems more 
associated with shock than 
social progress :"Science be· 
comes a form of sensat­
ionalism and technol· 
logical gimmickry." 
Social progress is 
sacrificed speedily to the status quo which subsists 
within Gotham City. Criminals can't change and the 
causes of their condition are never considered; con­
sequently crime is caused chiefly due to the char­
acter defects of the champions of cheating. The 
Penquin, the Joker, the Riddler, the Scarecrow, 
and almost all of the other villainous violators of 
virtue are vile visitations of vice, fearsome freaks 
whose nefarious natures are both biologically 
inherent and beyond bettering. 
Battling baddies, however, is only part of the 
Batman persona, for his crusade contra crime has 
caused him to be called to the ranks of the cops. 
The Batman fights felons for the forces of law 
and order, he battles at the behest of Commi­
ssioner Gordon and his violence is vindicated 
even though it breaks the bounds imposed 
on regular police. 
Fancy duds function to facilitate the 
flagrant excesses of force in society's fight 
against those who fail to conform. 
·�-- Superman and Batman were relative­
ly quickly promoted to honorary policemen, 
so that they could no longer act outside the law 
in their private wars against crime. In practice, 
however, nothing in their behaviour changed: act-
ion violence and fighting for fighting's sake remain 
the ,;ain motives for all Superman and Batman stories. " 
The violence serves to secure the strengthening of the 
quo; it protects the possessors of productive process-
es from dispossession by pfesenting their problem with pilf·· ;3 
erers as an antagonism arising from avarice. : o Far from it appearing that fundamental soc1al for�es � 
fan the flames of felony. Rather it is greed for goods wh1ch <x: 
generates social strife (with the implication that 
_
inequa�ity 
is inherent to the individual not inculcated by the 1deolog1cal 
im!}eratives underlying social organisation.) 
"The bourgeoisie even impose their own va�u�s �pan the 
ambitions of the enemy, who, incapable of ongma!Jty, steal 
in order to become millionaires themselves and join the ex-
ploiting class." . . . An implicit identity is invoked to 1dent1fy th� mtere�ts 
and impulses of the individuals in�olve� in the _l_
mbrogllo; 
the confrontation of criminal and cnmef1ghter cames a con-
cord over crucial questions. . "Those who at the tail of the stories mete out the pumsh­
ment use the same violence and the same lingo as those who 
they punish ... everybody is selfish and fo;;e and violence are 
depicted as the most successful methods ... , .. But if the apparent antagonisms of the Batman s act1v1t
_
y 
as ace of accredited agents of the law are only apparent, h1s 
life as lord of Wayne Manor lacks any antagonisms. 
"Bruce Wayne" performs two principal purposes for 
the purveyor of purity. First, an alter-ego activ� !n. 
the affairs 
of Gotham City acts as an avenue to the acqu1S1t1on of, and 
acquaintance with the average-person's world of Gotham 
City; second, Wayne supplies the silver essential to the sophist-
icated struggle to subdue supervillains. . . . The former function is by far the foremost m h1s f1ght 
against felons. It is difficult to discover the doings which 
developed, and develop, the dough disseminated during the 
arresting acrobatics of the ace of anticriminals. . . . As millionaire, the Batman, rubs shoulders w1th nch social­
ites rank seekers and rabid sycophants; these are also the 
peo
,
ple who predominantly profit from his protection. The 
Batman's human world is worryingly weighted toward the 
well-to-do. His knowledge as to the nature of society is sadly 
simplistic and somewhat sinister in its misrepresentation of 





social circle that is insulated from the soc1ety of wh1ch they 
form the "superiors." His defense of decency is derivative 
of decidely deluded details and is conducted to conduce to t
_
he 
continuation of the culture of capitalism as it has been In­
culcated into the characters of the citizens of the city of 
Gotham without a concomitant consideration of the con­
sequenc�s and causes of lacks of communal cohesion. 
Ambiguity also arises around the attitudes of his alter-eg�, 
as he appears in his above average approximation of the Amen­
can way of life, to human relationships. His home has himself, 
his help (Alfred), and his co-hero (a.k.a. Dick Grayson). (Ha�- �­
riet appearing in the T.V. version after accusations of_ �n_
tl· 
heterosexual aspects to the comic account of the act1V1t1es 
of the adept at appropriate arrest.) 
"At home they lead an idyllic life. They are Bruce Wayne 
and 'Dick' Grayson. Bruce Wayne is described as a 'socialite' 
.and the official relationship is that Dick is Bruce's ward." 
"They live in sumptuous quarters, with beautiful flowers 
in large vases, and have a butler, Alfred. Batman is sometimes 
shown in a dressing gown. As they sit by the fireplace the 
young boy sometimes worries about his partner: 'Something 
is wrong with Bruce. He hasn't been himself these past few 
days."' 
"It is like a wish dream of two homosexuals living together. 
Sometimes they· are shown on a couch, Bruce reclining and 
Dick sitting next to him, jacket off, collar open, and his hand 
on his friends arm. Like the girls in other stories, Robin is 
sometimes held captive by the villains and Batman has to 
give in or 'Robin. gets killed"� 
Between the burdens of being hero, crimefighter and 
police agent the Batman is beyond construc�ing and con­
tinuing a close camaraderie outside the 
_
closed mc_le of Wayne 
Manor. In short, he subsists in self-contamed seclus1on. 
As hero crimefighter and police agent, however, the 
Batman exi;ts as an envoy of the establishment, seeking to 
safeguard a certar;l style of civili-sation; but it is a society 
from which he stands est raged; separated and insulated from 
the stark disparaties in the socio-economic order of which he 
is saviour. 
Doubtless the dynamic-duo are daring and diligent defend­
ers of what they deem to be decency, but doubt does descend 
over a decision as to the desirability of the 'decency' that they 
distribute and defend. (") 
The Batman emerges, therefore, as th� alleged repre�n_
tat- )> 
ive and bulwark of a social system of wh1ch he can have little � 
understanding and acquaintance, a puppet in the paws of the -1 
principal power possessors whose purposes, prestige and 0 
priviledge is preserved by the pain-ridden pursuits of Batman )> 





· A nearby dictionary defines religion as 
"belief in and worship of a god or gods; 
specified system of theolo$1 based on , . 
this; outlook and way of life based on · 
this". But the greatest of these three 
things is number one, so come on down. 
Bl(lief or faith is what religion, all 
religions, boil down to. Dogma·is all 
very well, although usually it isn't very 
well at all, but without faith you haven't 
got mu cb at all. You could have a set of 
really preposterous ideas, but without 
faith, you certainly haven't got a religion. 
Faith is something like, as they say at 
the movies, suspending disbelief 
Essentially, reltgion is a lot like thinking 
'Return of the ]edi' is really happening, 
only sillier. · 
How about we put it this way - say if 
right from birth you are told this 
elaborate story, in bushed tones, about 
these gods, called ]edi. In_ worlds beyond 
the stars, the ]edi are battling to save the 
universe. And _every week you dress up in 
your best clothes and go to a special 
building where you are told thrilling 
stories, with plenty of blood, violence and · 
not much sex, about these wonderful 
knights. Pretty powerful stuff 
It begins to confirm that old suspicion. 
jesus actually looks a lot like Harrison 
Ford. And God? Alex Guiness, of course. 
And that's the way it works. these crazy 
stories and the dogma that goes with 
them, i.e. goodness and niceness, are fed 
to defenceless children. If all goes accord­
ing to plan, the kid grows up believing all 
the guff without ever asking the $64 . ''Wh �" questton, y. . 
When it comes down to it, faith is 
- wbere's that dictionary gone -
"acceptance of a belief without conclusive 
or logical evidence". And sooner or later 
most thinking people - well, at least Bob 
Hawke- question religion. Many, 
including Bob Hawke, give the whole 
thing a big miss. = - -
So, in the spirit of consensus, Cane 
Toad Times looks at the whys, wheres, 
bows and wbens of various nonentities 
losing - nay, not JUSt losing, but, in many 
� cases, actively renouncing - their faith. 
0 
� And just how did Bob llawke lose his � faith? Well, Bob? 
(J 
"Hysterical Cynicism" FIRST HOLY 
One does not need to actually renounce one's 
faith or trust in God. Catholicism accommodates the 
notion that one can simply misplace it- through 
laziness or carelessness rather than by deliberate 
denial. 
For truly, 'tis a terrible thing for anyone to "lose 
the faith". The ramifications are far more serious for 
those who have had it and lost it than for those who 
have never had it at all. The latter will at least be 
assured of an eternity in Nowheresville (see LIMBO), 
left to wander in their unenlightened ignorance for ever 
and ever. Those who have been baptised, however, and 
relinquish this privileged position, are doomed to spend 
eternity surrounded by the fires of Hell. 
At the age of fifteen, however, the attractions of the 
physical world, and particularly the sexual world, are 
far too immediate to be ignored for fear of some 
distant eternity. 
So (like many others, no doubt), my 'crise de 
conscience' hit when I first began to experience sex. I 
devoured every D.H. Lawrence I could lay my hands 
on. His arguments became my arguments. Sexual truth 
was the path towards spiritual beauty. He began to 
make more sense as an arbiter of morality than any 
advisor from the Church could. They were telling me 
that sex was-not on the menu for me until I reached 
the holy state of matrimony (a possibility I envisaged 
not occurring for many many years into the future), 
and even then I would only be looked upon with 
blessing by the Church if I were to "do it" when I 
wanted kids! lncroyable. Hell or no Hell, I wasn't 
prepared to forgo all that experience for the sake of 
"keeping the faith". 
I can remember one particularly long and involved 
discussion with my religious instruction teacher, where 
finally, in an attempt to inspire me to believe her 
argument, she read me the story of Maria Goretti. 
Now, Maria was meant to be an example to us 
because she stoically allowed herself to be stabbed 
some thirty or forty times rather than submit to the 
amorous passions of a young fellow graJpepick4arl 
a particularly hot harvest. But the story 
perplex me further. Maria actually fancied 
His attentions were not unwelcome. But she 
"do it" because she had given over control of 
sexuality to the Church. So, both of them lust 
each other, but she follows the Church's line 
young hotblood starts his stabbing fit. And, 
light of God shining in her eyes, she submits 
to the knife rather than the penis. It just didn't 
like a very sensible way to behave to me, so I'd 
again "please explain", and I'd be greeted with 
smug reply of the upholder of the faith; 
To those who believe, no explanation Is 
To those who do not believe, no exp�tan1'1t/o•nl 
possible. 
So, in the tradition of these great religious 
I don't think I ever really lost the faith, I just 
couldn't understand the explanations .... 
It wasn't some special event that caused my 
faith, it was a growing disillusionment that 
too big for me to handle. I went to church 
dutiful child and got confirmed to please the 
But there was something wrong. It began 
started listening to some of the things I was 
in church and some of the things that were 
said to me. It was. when we got'to the part 
what a terrible, horrible thing it was to be 
that I started to become uncomfortable. I 
listened to a christian you know the sort 
Things like: 'Oh Lord whose greatness and 
makes us seem like year old globules--of 
'God you are so great and wise that 
to be spineless, shit-licking, moronic, sub,mis:sl 
grovelling sniffers who really deserve to be 
and dumped somewhere beyond Pluto.' 
So I started to hear this and couldn't help 




intelligent person, as I knew the parish priest to be, 
starts sounding like a misanthropic mouse with a 
terminal inferiority complex, it starts one thinking. 
I was old enough to understand the words but too 
young to formulate a coherent response so I just got 
out. After a// I'd rather think kind.thoughts about 
myself and my fellow humans. I might be wrong 
but at least it gives me a little respect for me and 
them. 
I was brought up Catholic but kneeling in the lounge 
room every night and praying a decade of The Rosary or 
fasting on Sunday morning before going to nine o'clock 
Mass isn't faith. That's just obedience to the power of 
parents; appeasement. 
What really counts is trust; believing the stories and 
explanations your tribe tells around the campfire or candles. 
TAKING IT ALL SERIOUSLY. 
For a time there I did take it all seriously. I was nine. 
I was on my way to school. It was a hot Queensland 
morning and outside the convent, I waited to cross the 
road to school. The School building was also the Church, 
an example in concrete of the Catholic Church's thorough 
approach. 
I happened to .look up at the top of one of the electricity 
poles. The pole tapered off into the ciQudless sky and 
suddenly I was struck for the very first time by the 
terrifying idea of infinity. Yauch! Hard work for a kid 
who had to leave the room in embarrassment when people 
kissed on television. 
I decided that this sucking void had to be filled by 
something and, like I'd been taught, it was God Or rather, 
I saw a vision in which God filled the sky and all the empty 
spaces. Or, I had vertigo, ( 
Whatever, I was scared, into going to Mass every day 
during Lent to guqrantee my �ntry into Heaven. I had no 
desire to be cast into the void 
Every sustainable religion has built-in circular logic to 
prevent you thinking your way out. Accept a couple of 
premises on faith and all the exit signs get turned oft 
Sure, I could ridicule religion and fight the influence 
of it's provisional wing enforcers, the Christian Brothers. 
·I could even subvert the daily Christian Doctrine class with 
the proof that God is gay. 
However Catholicism can easily cope with that sort of 
resistance. The conditioning was by then almost down to 
the cellular level and it's rationalizations are mostly off 
the planet Literally. It's an elegantly baroque maze of 
other worldly mysticism. It's taken two thousand years 
of quibbling and enforcement to construct and you don't 
get out just by wishing. 
Now in the 60's the church made a tactical error,· 
some of it's South American franchised �gents developed 
theology of liberation. 
Liberation theology said that God would want the 
Church and its' cadres to work for social justice (which 
is definitely not Communism, it just looks, sounds and 
feels like it sometimes). 
The Catholic Church thought this seemed a good way 
to retain the interests of the growing number who were 
getting bored with incense, candles and guilt and being 
distracted by television, politics and sin. 
Well that was the chink. Taking religion seriously 
now required involvement in changing the real world. 
/lost my faith here almost without noticing. Politics 
had much more visceral thrill than arguing the toss on 
the capacity of a pin-head as an angelic dance floor. 
The church had broken the hermetic seal on their dogma 
and effectively invited me and a whole generation of starry­
eyed idealists to try a big dose of humanism. Well, any 
other perspective on a trap is superior to the interior 
decor. Politics, fun and thinking for myself seemed 
too good to pass up. 
The Church is comin_q to terms with its mistake now. 
The spring of Prague. is over. Vatican 1/'s official attempts 
to make the Church accessible to modern people just 
resulted in modem people seeing what the Church was and 
deciding it was more than a little ridiculous. The current 
tactic is to adopt modern mysticism; the charismatic, 
born again church where everything is again "God's will" 
and you don't think, you just ask God for a guiding sign. 
I'm just glad I got out before "Zombies - for - God" 
took over. 
The first blow was struck while I was still a small 
boy. 
The altar of our church was always cluttered with 
crosses and chalices and bunches of gladioli. Amidst 
the Holy clutter stood a small glass cup- that glowed. 
It flickered and shone, gold and red, throbbing-like 
a sacred heart. It was my proof of the Holy Lord's 
presence. 
Then one day I decided I needed a finer focus 
on the Lord's magic power. I asked my father if 
I might approach the sacred cup for a closer look. 
His flat reply was that it was just a candle in a 
glass. Nothing more. Not a sign of God, not an 
object of veneration. Much worse, he went on to 
explain there was no simple proof of God's existence, 
not in our church, not anywhere on earth. 
Next Sunday at church, as I looked about at the 
old folk mumbling ancient words, it had started to 




The second and fatal blow came a few years later. 
As a child the wonders of the animal kingdom 
were my source of greatest joy. I collected butterflies 
and shells, caught lizards and crabs, and read about 
tigers and elephants. 
Then came the day I asked (just checking) : 
'Animals go to Heaven, don't they?' 
The answer was horrifying- that animals have no 
soul and so dip out on heaven. I whined and protested 
that it wasn't fair; I wouldn't go to no heaven 
without animals. 
Later that day, just to placate me, my mother 
mumbled some nonsense about animals going some­
where almost like heaven, or maybe it really was 
heaven; I could believe that if I really wanted to. 
But it was too late the danger was done; my mind 
was set against this zoophobic deity. 
· 
Male, 36 
Unlike virginity, I did not lose my faith in a single stroke. 
I was completely willing to admit to a supernatural element 
in life, un til l read the Bible. 
Like most children in a religious family, I read verses 
and chapters of the Bible and attended Sunday School. 
My spiritual mentor at Junior Christian Endeavour 
insisted that the Bible was the key to understanding, so 
I waited - no, prayed,- for the day when enlightment would 
descend 
But around adolescence the normal pattern of human 
development asserted itself, and I began comprehending 
what I read. Far from confirming my faith in God, I found 
the Bible paints a picture of the Almighty as a war-mongering, 
righteous, hardlining, bigot, who gives short shrift to those 
who oppose him. The Bjelke-Petersen parallels are obvious. 
Could it be that the Almighty also has a gerrymandered 
electorate? Think of the fate of those who have opposed 
Joh, and see if this sounds familiar: 
'(I) have hated Esau and his descendants. I have devasted 
Esau's hill-country and abandoned the land to high animals. 
'If Esau's descendants, the Edomites, say "Our towns 
have been destroyed, but we will rebuild them", then the 
Lord will reply "Let them rebuild - I will tear them down 
again. People will call them 'The Evil Country' and 'The 
Nation with whom the Lord is angry for ever'·� 
Is God a hawk? A closet William S Safire Jnr? Send 
in the troops, I say. Watch out for those foreigners, and 
have a look at Deuteronomy 16. 
'You may collect what a foreigner owes you, but you 
must not collect any of what your own people owe you.' 
Well that's all very well for tiger nationalists, but stiff 
shit if you're not one of us. But probably the most 
ridiculous claim is that the Bible predicts the future. When 
in a recent encounter with the door-to-door variety of 
Christian I pressed them on this point, they cited 2 Timothy, 
Chapter 3. 
'People will be selfish, greedy, boastful, and conceited; 
they will be insulting, disobedient to their parents, ungrateful 
and irreligious, they will be unkind, merciless, slanderous, 
violent, and fierce; they will hate the good; they will be 
treacherous, reckless, and swollen with pride . . . . . . . . . ' 
The chapter continues with this impressive list of 
adjectives. If this is the pick of the predictions, then the 
Bible makes Malcolm Mackeras look accurate. 
The book of Revelations is full of drug images, but it 
is Leviticus, which lays down the general rules for Christians, 
that is the most mind boggling. 
'When any man has a discharge from his penis, the 
discharge is unclean, whether the man runs with it or is 
stopped up by it.'_ 
'After the man is cured of his discharge, he must wait 
seven days and then wash his clothes and bathe in fresh 
spring water, and he will be ritually clean.' 
'On the eighth day he shall take two doves or two pigeons 
to the entrance of the tent of the Lord's presence and give 
them to the priest.' 
No wonder pigeon keeping has always had a slur over it. 
Leviticus also hands out advice to women on their 
'monthly periods'- anyone 'who touches her is unclean 
till evening� This is one of the few times when women are 
specifically addressed - like the Liberal Party, the Bible 
acknowledges women exist but isn't quite sure what to 
do with them. 
And probably the worst part is that it's so fucking boring. 
If the Bible was a little more racy then there would be more 
incentive to take up religion. No blessed book here - it's 
about as reliable as a National Party platform. And look 










FROM PAGE 18 
S.P. Female, 29 
As a child I was gently prodded off to Sunday 
School. My parents were protestants of differing 
persuasions, and chose a third brand for their children 
based on proxi�ity rather than doctrine. They never 
went to church except for weddings and so forth, but 
appeared to think that a bit of religious indoctrination 
was good for children, along with flouride tablets. 
I went off dutifully, graduating from Sunday School 
at about 12. Then one was expected to go to real 
church services. I didn't mind. It seemed natural to 
wander off to the church on Sunday'mornings and 
certainly it was the only regular opportunity I had to 
dress up - a good frock, hat, gloves and shiny shoes. 
And I was beginning to believe in it all. The Minister 
was a red-headed fiery Scottish Presbyterian and very 
entertaining - a good preacher. But he departed for 
missionary work to be replaced by a young wimp with 
greasy black hair, black-rimmed glasses and no 
imagination, much less capacity for public speaking. 
That's when the rot set in, I suppose. 
Meanwhile, I was developing an embryonic political 
consciousness. It was 1969, I was thirteen years old 
and read the Australian because my history teacher 
had recommended it. I read about student protests, 
the Vietnam War, and Gough Whitlam. It really looked 
as though Labor might win the 1969 election. Not that 
I knew what that meant, but Whitlam was so much 
more inspiring than prune-face Gorton. My Liberal 
parents would have been horrified. 
On Sundays, the wimp talked about modern issues 
- that must be what they were teaching in Presbyterian 
teacher school. The crunch came in the build-up to 
the election. From the pulpit the wimp launched a 
scathing attack on the ALP and Gough Whitlam, 
urging the congregation to vote Liberal. Usmg the 
pulpit for political purposes - I was horrified. 
It happened then, not in a blinding flash, but as 
suddenly. I was converted to atheism on Sunday 
morning in 1969 in the Manly-Lota Presbyterian 
Church. I didn't walk out. I calmly waited until the 
end of the service. But I never returned. 
I 
C.L. Female, 27 o 
In the suburbs of Brisbane in the early sixties, 
my spiritual education was in the hands of the 
Church of England - the religion that brought you ... 
All things bright and beautiful 
All creatures great and small 
All things wise and wonderful 
The Lord God made them al l. 
Heavy stuff. 
In our bonnets edged with frizzed nylon we sat 
in Sunday School on miniature metal chairs in the 
hall behind the church, collecting stamps for attending 
and drinking weak fruit-cup cordial. 
••• 
Surely the most innocuous of religions, the Church 
of England as I knew it floated somewhere between 
the colourless straight-laced prots, and the passionate 
hell-fire of the Micks. 
Ours was a religion of boring moderation that 
left one with an impression of politeness more than 
anything. 
_ 
After the Sunday School years came confirmation 
and the carefully organised tedium of Youth 
Fellowship. 
We graduated to uncontroversial discussion 
groups, supervised games and activities to strengthen 
the character, and more weak fruit-cup. Adolescents 
are drawn to drama and the old C of E lacked it 
badly. While my Catholic sisters were falling in love 
with their suffering Jesus, I neither loved nor feared 
my mundane God. 
He was like an aging distant uncle I never met, 
who had a strange secret that others knew (or pretended 
to). 
My fuzzy relationship with him could never be 
described as faith, and at some indeterminate time 
in my growing-up he faded away leaving the 
embarassing rituals of the church to be rejected some 
short time later. 
D. B. Male, 31 
How I lost my faith has a lot to do with how I 
got it in the first place. 
Unlike Catholics, Protestants are not born into 
their faith, they come into it later in life. The process 
usually begins when you first ask your parents a 
question they can't answer rationally. 
My first question was a beauty. My parents were not 
particularly religious - they were, after all, Church of 
England - but for reasons of convenience they sent me 
to a small-town convent school. 
On the first day, after no previous religious 
education, I came home and asked, "Mum, what's 
the Holy Spirit?" My curiosity proved to be my 
undoing and I was launched unceremoniously on a 
crash course in religion. 
There isn't a hell of a lot to know about 
Protestantism; certainly nothing that is likely to instil 
faith in a six-year-old. So it was my curiosity on a later 
occasion which did the real damage. 
My parents didn't own very many books, but three 
of them were forbidden to me because I was too 
young- one was a hardback copy of John Updike's 
"Couples". another was a fat but fragile single volume 
encyclopaedia, and the third was a Bible, which had 
some sentimental value I could never understand. 
Anyway, at the tender age of six I woke up to the , . 
fact that enlightenment consisted ot three thmgs-
sex, knowledge and religion. I mean, this was years 

















MISS RAY OF GOD'S LIGHT CONTEST 
I think the real problems with my faith began when 
I accumulated enough knowledge to realise what 
half-wits the Church employs to preach to us all. 
Some of them have no brains at all and just blather out 
"It's in the Bible" or "Because God says" all the time. 
Slowly but surely I began to realise that, as with my 
parents, religion is only there to answer the hard 
questions. It's just a very sophisticated form of 
intellectual paralysis. Like TV, or the Courier Mail. 
M.A. Female, 21 0 
It wasn't until I was ten that I realized Catholicism and 
Christianity weren't one and the same. I believed that only 
Catholics went to heaven - Protestants et al - well they 
weren't Christians were they? 
I only discovered this technical flaw in my knowledge 
of Christianity when a Protestant neighbour, better versed 
than I in theology, explained that Protestants and Catholics 
once belonged to the same church until a split occured. Oh 
I replied- 'So you left the Christian Church?: No he explained, 
'We're all part of the Christian Community.' 
· 
How is it that I had not been taught this at school. Well 
Vatican II had only just occured and the conservative 
stalwarts within the Brigidine Order (my primary school 
nuns) had been slow to passthenewliberallook of Catholicism. 
In hindsight my Catholic upbringing was anything but 
liberal. Some of my favourite memories are the ones 
concerning the state of my soul. 
The Head of the School, Mother Superior, informed 
Grade 2A that every time we committed a sin black marks 
appeared on our soul which was heart shaped and sat some­
where in the middle of our chest. 
A good child had an all-white soul, a bad child -tending 
towards black. 
For many months I had nightmares about my ever 
blackening soul. Mother Superior assisted in overcoming 
these fears by informing Grade 2A that to keep the devil 
away at night we should all, with our finger, write JESUS 
on our forehead before going to sleep at night. 
Well, I did this religiously every evening and I can report 
that I am still around today; untouched by the devil. I think. 
But Mother Superior, I'm not sure the jesus on the forehead 
was responsible, 
The crunch- came for me in Grade Five. We were still 
being taught that Adam and Eve were the founders of the 
human race, and that Eve had evolved from Adams rib. 
Was it the 4th or the 5th? 
I had an older brother who had learnt of Darwin's Theory 
of Evolution. Being a precocious child with an enquiring 
mind I asked the nun taking religious instruction about 
this theory. 
I'll never forget the look on her face. Shock, horror, 
the devil had infiltrated her classroom. 
For the next we!,k I s�nt my lunch hour writing lines­
repetition, another manifestation of Catholicism. 
How is it then that the Catholic Church manages to 
hold on in one way or another to its' flock? I have 
contemplated this question for many years. Logic has no 
place in religion. It relies on faith or fear. And still there 
is that niggling thought in the back of one's mind. What 
if it's true? What if there is a God? 
My conscience is clear and whilst I'm tempted to hedge 
my bets both ways I'd rather continue as a confirmed atheist. 
And for this and on behalf of all confirmed atheists I'd like 
to thank the one and only, truly holy, Catholic Church. 
In the last issue of 'Cane Toad Times' we looked at the profusion of 
Big Things that cluster around Highway One in the South-East corner 
of Queensland. Only now can the full story be told: the power of the 
·Big Things, their crucial role in the international conspiracy to make us 
feel small, depends on a second cluster of Big Things. They set up a 
cosmic balance at the other end of Highway One in that far northern 
outpost of transnational control, Cairns. 
Lets look at these big things one by one to see the subtle tuning 
required to maintain that cosmic balance. On the southern entrance to 
Cairns is the Big Prawn at Babinda. it is a very tacky construction of 
paper mache and masking tape that has to be locked away every night 
safe from marauding locals. The Big Prawn is of course cooked but 
that does not disguise the underlying symbolism: the international 
conspiracy is attempting to keep us ignorant (or 'come the uncooked 
crustacean' in the dialect of the north) so we are all just prawns in their 
game. j 
On the northern entrance to Cairns is another Big Thing heavy in 
symbolism: the Big Copper Stubby. I can hear the cosmos ripple 
with the laughter of the international conspirators as they put the 
last big thing in place and congratulated themselves on how well they 
combined reference to the two major agents of our oppression -arsenic 
tainted, bromide laden XXXX beer and the Queensland Police Force 
(or coppers). 
In Cairns itself there are'three big things that are the core of 'their' 
power. The Big Marlin supported by a pole up its arse, the Big Captain 
Cook resplendent in full naval uniform and Nazi salute (bit of a give 
away there) and the Big Boy Scout Hat. These three monuments 
to human lunacy signify the central aims of the international conspir­
acy: the destruction of the natural environment- the marlin are getting 
fished out faster than you can say Lee Marvin; the destruction of 
humanity - the arch-imperialist Cook would have put the blacks in the 
gas oven if the Endeavour had been fitted with one like he asked for; 
and the glorification of Baden-Powell who did so much to achieve the 
first two aims by founding the scouts. 
The desecration of these monuments by local agitators has met 
with harsh societal disapproval, but a well placed red paint bomb 
gave the spiked marlin an air of realism that even the usually blinkered 
Cairns Post could not miss. 
STOP PRESS: Local member and well known hippy basher Martin 
Tenni has shelved plans for. a Big Marihuana Plant at Kuranda until 
the hippies get out and the knighthood comes through. 
"The longhairs do not realize the commercial potential of this area," 
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Form No. M.E. 26LL 
Reference: M E26LL M. Escobar 
(Application to Apply to be Manalo Escobar.) 
• 
H.M. Govt. Printer. 
Passport Office 
12 Petty F ranee, 
Mondo W.C. 
APPLICATION to be MANOLO ESCOBAR 
Full Name: (Block Letters Please) 
. . . . . . . . 
Address: ....... . 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Telephone: 
Favourite Film Star . . ....... . 
Occupation: ................... . 
*(If artist, please state normal occupation.) 
N . I. . at10na tty: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sex 
Skin Co I our . . . . . . . . . . . W. 
� . . . . 
Complexion: . . . . . . . . . . . ..... 
Religion: . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Kind of Accomodation Required 
Ph . I o· b'l· . ystca tsa 1 tttes ......... . 
FOR OFFI CE USE ONLY DO 







Please attach here recent 
photograph of M. Escobar. 
(Do not include any matchbox tops if you 
live outside of California.) 
Please make the following ratings as realistically as possible, 













Have you got a good singing voice? 
Range? 
Home, Home on The Range. 
Politeness! 
Manalo Escobar? 
Do you associate "W's" with Tits or Bums? 
Are you a member of the Communist party? 
Would you like to apply to be Manalo Escobar? 
Instructions for filling in Form M.E. 16L./4. 
Clauses: 1-20. Ref. M.E. 26LL/ M. Escobar 
M.E. 16L/4 
Form to be completed in duplicate. 
Please print in BLOCK LETTERS. . 
Decisions are final unless otherwise advised. 
Penalty not exceeding for incorrect information. 
Tick where applicable. 
If none, please explain ................. . 
Telephone: ........................ . 
M.E. 26LL 
0 
Have· you ever been treated by a 
psychia�rist or psychoanalyst? o o 
· If so, please explain on separate sheet. 
Employees or the family of Fosforera Espanola need not apply. 
FOR M ONLY (For Office Use Only.) 
1.. (See Below) 
1. 1/We, The Undersigned, would like to apply to be Manolo Escobar because 
2. Would you like to apply to be Manolo Escobar? 
3. Tick which singer you prefer:- (a) Dinah Shore D 
(b) Manolo Escobar D 
(c) Roy Rogers 0 
4. On forms provided, a personal and academic evaluation of the applicant, 
from the headmaster, principal, or counsellor of his present school, one 
from the applicants English teacher: and one from another teacher. 
For a sophomore applicant, the evaluation from his counsellor or their 
college official and one each from two of his professors. It is suggested 
that the applicant provide each evaluator with an airmail envelope 
addressed to the Director of Admissions and with International air mail 
postage affixed. 
5. At what time of day would you prefer the operation to take place? 
At home In a private hospital In a taxi 
6. Who do you think is the man behind Manolo Escobar? 
7. Who is the man in the grey flannel suit? 
9. This is ·a trial offer only and does not in any way whatsoever cover the 
applicant for transatlantic travel, or personal injuries or liabilities incurred 
while driving or riding a motorcycle, piloting an airplane, or participating 
in car racing. 
1 0. Please either answer the questions in the form presented below or write 
a personal letter which focuses intimately and specifically on Mr Escobar. 
11. Persons unable to write should include an extra photo. 
12. Poor Below Average Average Above Average Excellent Superlative 
D O  0 0 0 0 
1 3. If you wish to return to your present job at the termination of this 
contract, please give advance notice and return to your present job before 
entering the contract. 
14. I have read and understood all of that contained in Sections 1 - 2Q and 
Ref: . . . ....... ... · · · . · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · swear under penalty of surgery that the facts presented here are true and 
Date: . . . . .  · . . · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · complete to the fullest of my knowledge. . 
� For Office Use Only Signed . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2 
C 
UHO/ ME/LL ( M.E. Escobar). � 
<( 16/26-4 
e�2 15. ·An Extra Questionnaire. 0 .---------------------------------------------� ( )  0 
� Application for M.E. 26LL (Manalo Escobar) 
one 1 
� 




THE CANNELONI CONNECTION 
• 
was lying down in my office trying to get 
rid of a sick headache, and at the same time 
using the opportunity to see if I could 
disassemble, reassemble and reload my long­
barrelled Smith and Wesson ,45 using only 
my naked toes, when a tall blond walked in 
without knocking. She moved in a lithe 
rubbery fashion that suggested undercooked 
pasta, and had a couple of gazebos stuck on 
the front of her that must have been left over 
when the men finished work on Xanadu. 
She blushed a little seeing me lain out like 
that with my big toe stuck through the trigger 
guard, but soon recovered her glutinous com­
posure, there hadn't been a lot of olive oil 
around when they cooked up this little canne­
loni. 
'I don't normally walk into the offices of private 
eyes unannounced.' 
She had a high cracked voice that, at the same 
time, contrived a low, husky, burring undertone, 
somewhat like the sound of a man smashing liquer 
glasses on a concrete floor while accompanied on 
electric bass by a narcoleptic four year old. 
' ... But, but, I have a problem, well it's not really 
me, actually it's a friend of mine.' 
I got up from the couch and circled my desk. 
I took the top off the water cooler and plunged my 
head into it, savouring the icy water as it gripped my 
sinuses. I pulled it out, continued circling the desk, 
rolled a Bull Durham, stuck it in my mouth and lit 
it. I sat down on the comer of my desk, hitched 
up my trouser leg and swung my leg a little; it creaked. 
I filled up a pipe, stuck it in my mouth and, for good 
measure, lit it. I circled the desk again and sat down 
heavily in my old leather covered swivel chair. Taking 
out a Lucky I ran my fingernail along its side, cutting 
the paper and rendering it completely useless. I took 
out another, stuck it in an unoccupied comer of my 
mouth, and lit it ... 
At first gently with the tips of my toes, but then 
faster and faster using the whole bottom part of my 
legs I swivelled my chair round and round, until I 
felt n,auseous and almost had to vomit in the waste­
bin. 
Recovering my balance gave me the opportunity 
to take her in again. She was sitting on the seat I 
reserve for my clients, a nine inch high bamboo camp 
stool, smoking tippeds heavily. She lit them up with 
a rolled gold lighter held in a hand that didn't so much 
shake as continually redescribe a ninety degree arc, 
she then drew on them with such force that with a 
single drag all that was left in her mouth was a glowing 
stump. She exhaled whistling like a bilious pressure 
cooker, and stacked the air between us with a deck 
of blue rinsed curls. 
'O.K. So this friend of yours has a problem. Well, 
problems are my business. I've seen a hundred tough 
cookies like you walk into this office and sit right 
where you're sitting, but with a good many of them 
I got the feeling that I get when I look at you. You 
may be burnt and crusty on the outside, but inside 
you're all unbaked dough ... ' 
'But .. .' 
'No buts,' I said, passing her an ashtray I'd made 
out of the dental plate of an ex-client, 'Let me finish. 
Your problem isn't so special; you're one of a million 
like you in this city. Brought up in a comfortable, 
rich home. Father something· shady to do with property, 
mother a lush. Good school, tennis at the Bel Air 
Club, dancing at the El Maracombo with all the stuffed 
young T--eddies and Johnnies. Then something happen­
ed, you met a Rico or a Tony who told you that your 
father wasn't such a great guy, and that all those times 
he said he'd been going to Lodge meetings he was 
in fact experimenting with cattle prods. This Rico 
or Tony knew all the angles, he took you in hand, 
he got you on the sauce, he ravaged you, and in the 
end you had to marry him. You never knew exactly 
what it was he did, but you didn't believe him when 
he told you about the hard days spent grinding lenses. 
Why did his suit bulge, not only in the crotch, but 
also under both armpits and between the shoulder­
blades? Why were his best friends called 'Loose the 
Moose' and 'Napalm Nick'? Why did he keep twenty­
five thousand greenbacks in a plastic bag in die lava­
tory cistern? So it was no surprise really,, when the 
D.A.'s office phoned this morning and said that Rico 
or Tony had been found in a culvert ·under South 
Franklin Street, his buttocks grated to a bloody 
pulp, a twisted mass of sand-blasted vermicelli .. .' 
I broke off at this point and looked up to see 
how she was taking it. She sat there as before, but 
now, instead of a cigarette, there was a tiny pearl­
handled derringer cradled in her hand; it was so small 
that for a while I thought it must be a key-ring dangle, 
but the way she held it, like a surgeon who's asked for 
a scalpel and been handed a chainsaw, gave her away. 
She spoke. 
'How exactly, Mister Logg, did you come to know 
my husband's names?' 
Her voice vibrated with menace, keeping exact time 
with the shaking of her hand. I got carried away and 
began to syncopate the rhythm, tapping my pipe on 
t.,_e desk top. But the tightening of her finget on the 
trigger cut off the concert. I had to speak fast. 
'Simple enough, Mrs Moroni, this morning's rag 
has all the dope on how Tony Moroni alias 'Rico 
the Rabid' took early retirement.' · 
I chucked a copy of 'The Examiner' across the 
table to her; there was a full page spread on the 
killing and a rather nasty photo of the scene of the 
crime. 
Her eyes widened so much they threatened to 
drop off the sides of her face. Then she lean t for­
ward and sort of crumpled up, making a set of sounds 
like a race commentator taking a' salt water gargle. 
I took a couple of my special tall paper beakers from 
the stack on the water cooler, got a bottle of 'Old 
Incontinent' out of the desk and poured us a couple 
of drinks about two and a half hands high. After 











THE CANNELONI CONNECTION 
CONTINUED 
'So you loved him did you, Mrs Moroni? Despite 
the fact he was a vicious, low cold-blooded lizard 
whose only recreation in life consisted in pulling the 
wings off light aircraft. Now I suppose you want 
to hire me to track down his killer. Well, I'll tell 
you for nothing I'm not cheap. I want fifty bucks 
a day and fifty for expenses; and before I go any­
where I'll have to pay off my therapist, I owe him 
two hundred bucks and he's threatening to send 
my mother round here to collect.' 
She threw a slim envelope across the desk. 
'It's all there,' she said, 'and more.' 
I opened a drawer and put it in my financial file, 
a huge collection of crumpled receipts and torn up 
cheque stubs. 'Now give it to me straight, Mrs Moroni, 
have you any idea who may have killed your husband? 
Is there any particular person who had a grudge against 
him?' 
'I'm virtually certain who killed Tony, Mr Logg. 
Of course many people loathed my husband, hundreds 
would have given their lives simply to be able to spit 
on a few of his toenail clippings, but the way in which 
he was killed, with such a bizarre brutality makes me 
suspect just one man, Kurt the Kashubian.' 
Now it was my turn for the trembling hand act; 
it was so bad I might have been waving to a relative 
from the deck of the Lusitania. I poured us both 
another slug and drank mine back in one gulp, feeling 
the alcohol gouge its way down into my stomach 
like an electrified loofah. 
'Why the Kashubian?' I said in a barely audible 
voice. 
'What?' 
'I said Why the Kashubian?' 
'Sorry?' 
She leant across the desk towards me, cupping 
her tiny shell-like ear in her equally tiny shell-like 
hand. Suddenly I seemed to hear the roaring of the 
sea . 
• 
must have passed out, because when I came 
to I was lying on the couch again. She had 
loosened my shirt and tie, taken my pants and 
shorts off and then put them on again, but in 
the wrong order. 
·'You passed out, Mr Logg. Are you O.K.?' 
'It's nothing, just a little reaction I get when I 
hear that name. You see the Kashubian held me 
prisoner once when I was working on the Sternum 
case. For three days he forced me almost continually 
to eat greasy Chinese- food, and then taunted me, 
holding the Alka-Seltzer always just out of reach.' 
I groaned and clutched my belly with the remembered 
pain. 
'But there's got to be a connection then. You 
see the grudge he had against Tony was all to do 
with food. When Tony was just started out in business 
he owned a little Deli, and the Kashubian came to 
him one day and asked for some Parmesan, because 
he was going to cook a meal for some very important 
extortioners coming over from Chicago. Well, Tony 
gave him_ a piece of Parmesan, but it turned out that 
the Kashubian had only ever used ready grated before, 
and he became incredibly angry with Tony and blamed 
him for the tennis elbow he'd got trying to grate the 
cheese. From that day he swore to take his revenge 
in the same way that he thought he'd been humiliated 
with, with .. .' she began to cry, 'a ch-cheese grater .. .' 
. Her whole body became convulsed with sobs. 
And then suddenly she was in my arms, her whole 
body crying out to be possessed, her fingers scamper­
ing like tiny antelopes across the veldt of my neck. 
'Kiss me,' she said, 'kiss me, or even just put your 
mouth against mine and I'll handle the rest. I need 
you, I need a man like you, strong, good, kind, pas­
sionate.' 
I shoved her away savagely and she collapsed by 
the desk and began to sob again. 
I took out a couple of Luckies, lit them and stuck 
them in the first orifice that came to mind, in this 
case my mouth. 
'You've got the wrong idea about me, sugar. It 
would never work. Well it did once, but now, all the 
chambers may be loaded but I just can't seem to ease 
off the safety catch.' 
Standing there with my shorts on over my pants 
I began to feel ridiculous. I lay down on the couch 
again and turned my face to the wall. She _was still 
sobbing. Sure I was brutal, but then she was asking 
me to avenge a killer. 
Without turning to look at her I snarled, 'I won't 
handle the case . .I've got another terrible sick head­
ache coming on, take your money and scram.' 
She scrammed. I lay there on the couch until 
darkness began to creep over the city and the lights 
began to wink on, millions and millions of lights, 
behind each light was a human being, every one of 
them with a problem of some kind: a running nose, 
a boil, nervov.s tension, an allergy to artichokes. 
· In amongst all this what did my troubles amount 
to but a clutch of soiled tissues? Hell of a business 
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Don't put your children on the stage, Mrs 
Worthington - but if you want them to 
be Governor-General, make sure they love 
si-lly names! 
Right from birth, caring parents can give their children 
that little extra chance to crack it for the highest sinec­
ure in the land. It's all in the name- for even the most 
cursory examination of Australian constitutional 
history shows the gubanatorial proclivity for silly names. 
Take the incumbent: Ninian is silly enough, but Sir Ninian guarantees 
Vice-Regal status. 
Or, another way to ensure a good 
run in the history pages: two silly 
names out of four. Take Sir Paul 
Meernaa Caedwalla Hasluck. Now 
Meernaa and Caedwalla are fairly silly 
names. Perhaps Mr and Mrs Hasluck, 
back on that happy day in the early 
1900's, were playing. scrabble and had 
lots of vowels left over, 
Hyphenated names also give the 
kid a good chance for the top job. 
The Rt. Hon. Sir Ronald Crawford 
Munro-Ferguson may sound like the 
name of the upper crust chairman of 
the board of a company which makes 
grey coloured tractors - but dear old 
Ronny was our G.G. from 1914 to 
1920. 
But that was before Brigadier Gene­
ral the Rt. Hon. Alexander Gore Ark­
wright Hare-Ruthven took over the 
supervision of the staff at Yarralumba. 
A highlight of Australia's constitu­
tional history was the Monarch's ap­
pointment of the first Australian born 
Governor General in January 1931. 
On that day, Australia discarded its 
cultural cringe and took up semantic 
stuttering as its approach to the Vice 
regal persona. So we opted for Isaac 
Isaacs. 
And how many people are called 
Zelman anyway? Imagine, towards the 
end of a bohemian relaxed party, some­
one with a straight face introducing 
you to Zelman Cowan. 
It helps to have been in the . King's 
Service as well - but preferably at a 
rank sufficiently high to obviate aiw 
chance of personal risk or physical 
injury. The important thing is to 
cut a dashing profile on those old 
cigarette cards. 
Field Marshall Sir William Joseph 
Slim is a case in point. The resonance 
of the name itself excites the mind and 
fixes the heart. Slashing sabres, glisten­
ing steeds, devil-may-care courage, all 
tempered with a real concern for his 
troops. What a shame that he became 
the 1st Viscount Slim - a title which 
. invites images of some limp-wristed 
wimp. 
But, looking to the future, should 
Sir Ninian be created Lord Warden of 
the Harbour Bridge, or decide to go 
camping with the rest of his family 
and so discontinue his availability 
for the top job, there is no shortage 
of suitably named pretenders to the 
past. 
Recent history has favoured the 
legal profession - and foremost among 
these is The Hon. Mr Justice Sir James 
Augustine Gobbo - currently a Judge 
of the Federal Court of Australia. 
Or perhaps, the Rev. Raymond Abba 
could be your man. The Western Aust­
ralian business interests could possibly, 
be placated by Robert Holmes-a-Courts' 
candidacy. 
A more acceptable candidate to the 
general business sector might be James 
Asherton Frankland Zouche, a Mel­
bourne Company Director. A former 
aide-de-camp to the Governor of 
Tasmania, Mr Zouche has also served 
in the Kings Royal Hussars and is the 
eighteenth baron of Haryngworth 
(wherever that may be). He is an 
outstanding candidate, blending the 
qualities of military experience, money 
and a very silly name. 
What's your choice for Governor­
General? Send your selection of silly 
names and credentials (real people 
only) to the "She/He for G.G." com:· 
petition c/- Cane Toad Times, P.O.Box 
321, Wooloongabba 4102. A rose by 
any other name would be Governor­
General. 
Up to the age of fifteen, 
I attended church every Sunday, 
tl)en the awful truth dawned. There 
were exceptions of course, but the 
majority of my fellow travellers were 
chronic fuckwits. 
Let's face it, religion is pretty easy 
to get. All you have to do is say the 
Holy Spirit has come to you and 
you're in. 
No joining fee, no annual renewal. 
But it's like time payment- it sou·nds 
easy, but you end up paying three 
times as much as you thought you 
would for something of dubious 
value. 
The motives of institutionalised 
Christians can be divided into five 
categories. They are: 
...,...  c 
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1. FEAR OF DEATH 
Take a look at any congregation and ithe most 
noticeable thing is its age. Religion is not a young 
person's sport. It stands to reason that if you don't 
have much time left on htis earth, then at least there's 
that great reunion in the other world to look forward 
to. 
All of your family and friends will be therf!J. but 
not your enemies, who've all gone below. t<eally 
it's grasping at straws, but death, the ultimate terror 
tactic, is a great leveller. Hell, even john Wayne 
had a deathbed conversion. 
2. EGO GRATIFICATION 
The Church official epitomises the 'big fish in a 
small pond' syndrome. Bank tellers and Class 2 public 
servants . durinq the week, on Sundays these people 
become bwanas of the hymn books and collection 
plates. 
They give the young people a hard time and mak.e 
announcements at the start of each service about 
the Progressive Supper the Couples Club is holding 
next Thursday night. One of their favourite sayings 
is 'extending the right hand of Christian fellowship.' 
They give this practical application by enthusiastically 
pumping the hands of a departing congregation. 
3. ·LOVE OF POMP AND CEREMONY 
The church contains more than a few outmoded 
imperialists, generally matrons whose pubescent 
idols were the macho conquistadors of the British 
Empire, bible in one hand and shotgun in the other. 
These ladies are often in the Victorian League 
as well. They watch videos of the Royal Wedding 
on their home VCR's. They are usually found (along 
with retired colonels) in the Anglican Church, the 
high camp religion. 
In Anglican services the congregation is always 
down on their knees or chanting some Latin dirge, 
while Anglican priests combine the glib sincerity 
of the A.B.C compere with the clothes sense of 
the Vil�age People. 
4. BUSINESS 
In more than a few circles, its good business to 
wear your religion on your sleeve. Law, for example. 
It's salmon sandwiches on Friday if you want to 
get ahead in the legal profession. 
Catholics are generally the most gung-ho business­
men, being more worldly than the esoteric protestants. 
Witness the career of john Wren, subject of the 'fic­
titous' media extravaganza, 'Power without· Glory.' 
The Church was not unaware of its seemy underside. 
On one occassion, Wren enlisted the aid of a priest to 
change the mind of a petty crim who was about to 
dob him in. 
5. POLITICS 
While tingling on affairs of the spirit, Queensland 
politicians are roaring drunk on affairs of the flesh. 
They've grasped the principle that politics is about 
how things appear rather than how they actually are, 
and parade their religion at every opportunity. 
Consequently the Queensland political system 
throws up preacher-men types like Brian Cahill, who· 
in a fire-and-brimstone maiden speech lashed the 
'secular, materialistic humanists' of Canberra. And 
goodness me, isn't there another fellow on his side 
who raises political expediency to a religious crusade 
by portraying Queensland as a latter day Promised 
Land? 
Granted, the odd virile Christian exists, but they're 
mainly found outside formal organisations. Christians 
go on about their personal relationship with God, so 
why can't they keep it personal and their bizarre 
rituals in the privacy of their own homes? 
.-----------------------------------------------------------· 2 0 
..... and to convey the concept of the 
Holy Trinity, St. Patrick took the Brisbanites 
down to Gympie Road, Chermside, 
where three lanes become one ..... 
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God takes a beating 
LONDON.- Less than half of Britain believes 
there is a God, according to a survey of religious at­
titudes published yesterday. And only 16 percent of 
the population went to church in the past week. 
Those who go to church 'regularly tend to be the eld­
erly, the upper and middle classes, Conservative 
supporters and people living in the suburbs and 
country towns. 
Beards ruled in, 
birth .control out 
ISLAMABAD, Thursday . ..:.. The council oflslamic 
ideology, a government-appointed body of Muslim 
clergymen, has ruled that any Muslim not keeping a 
beard is committing a sin. 
In another decision, the council has ruled that 
birth control is contrary to Islamic principles. 
"It leads a nation to apostasy in belief, obscenity, 
nation-wide degradation of sexual morality, scarcity 
of manpower for defence requirements and eco­
nomic development and unhealthy mothers and 
children," -- - - - - -
Dog liked what he saw 
HELENA, Montana.- A man who sliced off five 
fingers while using a radial saw had to force his 
springer spaniel to throw up after the dog ate the 
thumb when it fell on to the workshop floor. A sur­
geon re-attached the four fingers and the thumb, 
which was in the dog's stomach about 20 minutes. 
The Podded Panty 




only $6.95, 2 for $13 
White, Skintone and Cocna 
Waist Sizes 
24" thru 32" 
Lost relic of Christ 
·means woe in Calcata 
CONSTERNATION has struck par­
Ishioners of the small medieval town 
of Calcata In the Vlterbo region of 
central Italy - what they believe to 
be Christ's foreskin, the relic which 
for four centuries has attracted pil­
grims to the local church, has been 
stolen. 
-
The little piece of skin disappeared 
last November but it was only on Jan­
uary 1, when it was supposed to be 
broqht out for viewing during the 
annual vlllare parade, that the locals 
realised their loss. Many then boycot­
ted the march, refusing to ca,ry the 
heavy crosses and dress In white 
tunics. 
· The Vatican has long fought 
aralnst the cult of worshipping the 
prepuce, and in 1900, the Vatican 
threatened with excommunication 
anyone "who spoke or wrote" abou't 
the piece of skin which, according 
to some parishioners, Is capable or 
miracles. 
The theft has thrown villagers Into 
a frenzy but the church Is keeping a 
low profile. For some yean the relic, 
kept In a small silver urn standing on 
a baroque pedestal adorned with two 
angels, has been an embarrassment 
to the church hierarchy; but the 
Calcata tourist trade found It their 
only drawcard. 
A century ago some theologians still 
took seriously the leftover from 
Jesus' circumcision, which they said, 
was a witness for all that Our Lord 
was born Jewish. 
· According to legend, it was given by 
the Virgin Mary to Mary Magdalene, 
then delivered by an angel to Charte.; 
magne, who in turn gave it to Pope 
Leo III at his coronation In Rome· 
Some villagers suspect church 
people hoping to put an end to what 
they consider a pagan practice were 
behind the theft. Local police deny 
such allegations and claim to be in­
vestigating the crime thoroughly. 
We have no secrets 




by compactor Retired Maleny pharmacist Mr Wally Burnett put on a 
very different kind of uniform when he became the 
Grand Master of the United Grand Lodge of Queensland 
"Contrary to popular opin­
ion, there's nothing secretive 
about the Freemasons," Mr 
Burnett said 
· 
Bullet 'a relic' 
FATIMA, Portugal.- Pope 
John Paul has donated the 
bullet that wounded him in 
Rome in May 1981 to the 
Roman Catholic sanctuary 
at Fatima, a spokesman said 
yesterday. The Pope said 
after he was shot that his 
recovery was due to the 
Madonna of Fatima whom 
the Catholic Church believes 
appeared to children in a 
field in Fatima on May 13, 
1917. 
"There're none of these fa­
mous signs and secrets. We are 
more open than our forebears 
but I hope the aura stays. 
And he did not think the 
Freemasons would have any 
trouble with the Federal Gov­
ernment ratifying the United 
Nations anti-discrimination 
chart'er. 
�·I came from a small country 
town where the Country Wom­
en's Association was very ac­
tive. But I never wanted to join 
tbe CW A,'' he said. 
"We have al ways been a 
male thing. It goes back into 
antiquity. But we've char:ged in 
the same way that Rota!W has 
changed. Wives now have )J�en­
ty of activities." · 
GRAND M••ter Mr -•Well, .. 
Bu!n•tt ... nothlngteoretlve 
Girls got high 
on Rinso 
Freemason spy claim 
LONDON, Thursday. - The Soviet Union has 
used Freemasonry to penetrate British securitv at the 
highest level, according to a study of the ;;ecret 
movemeni publi hed today. The KGB secret police 
bas instructed recruits to become Freemasons and 
then exploited a "Jobs-for-the-brethren" network to 
place spies in MI5, the secmity service, and M 16, 
the counter-intelligence service. 
A 29-YEAR.OLD man 
was crushed to death 
yesterday in a Mel­
boume garbage compac­
tor truck. 
Police Said the un­
named man and his 
companion, Mr .Richard 
Soward, 32, were -sleep­
ing in a steel bin near 
the Gill Memorial Hostel 
for the Homeless In Mel­
bourne. 
He "died when be was 
rammed w1th a powerful 
compactor used to coin­
press the rubbiSh In the 
truck. Mr Boward es­
caped with only minor 
cuts despite bemg·strucr 
with the coatpactor 
prongs. 
The truck driver, Mr: 
Shane Allen, and hiS as-:· 
sistant, Mr Ron Arnold, 
collected the bin at 7am. 
Mr Arnold said Mr 
Allen had just emptiC!d 
the container when he 
heard tapping at the 
side of the vehicle. 
The crew opened the 
back door and Mr 
Soward jumped out. He 
was badly shaken and 
did not remember his 
mate in the vehicle untn 
30 minutes later. DARWIN (AAP) - A doctor in the Northern 
Territory outback has uncovered a new. and 
potentially lethal; form of drug abuse amollg 
the young. 
Dr David Watson, the Northern Territory Health 
Department's regional medical officer in the East 
Arnhem region, has reported two cases of young girls 
eating soap powder to get high. 
Dr Watson said yesterday the two girls, aged 15 and 
16, had frequently been eating four or five handfuls of 
Rinso at a remote Aboriginal settlement in the region. 
'Monster'· feeds live 
puppies to pelicans 
They had told medical workers they did not want to 
mdulge in petrol sniffing, which was widespread among 
the young in the Aboriginal communities, because it 
made them nauseous. 
"They told medical workers they had decided to look 
around for something to keep P!lCe with their boyfriends 
who sniffed pc:trol," Doctor Watson said. 
"Both reported a feeli
.
ng of euphoria, but became 
very ill and had to have intravenous drip treatment. 
The girls had lakr told the authorities that their group 
had tried a number of soap powders but Rinso "was far 
tastier than the 01 hers." 
Dishwasher death 
BERKELEY, California.- A 25-year-old woman 
has been found dead in her dishwasher. Police think 
the woman, Carolyn Matsumoto, committed sui­
cide. She had double-locked her home and then 
climbed into the dishwasher, which closed,automati-
cally and began its cycle. 
· 
Boy shot by policeman-. 
JAKARTA.- An Indonesian policeman shot and 
wounded a tO-year-old boy who sneered at him ancJ. 
ignored his orders to leave a drinking water reservoir; 
where he was playi,ng with friends. 
"I have never seen such a cruel and heartless act in my 
whole life," a Bulimba pensioner said yesterday. 
Mr Doug Wren said he 
had been horrified and 
physically sick after he saw 
a man feeding live puppies 
to a pelican at the Colmslie 
boat ramp recent ly. 
Mr Wren arrived at the 
ramp early in the morning 
and saw a man with a sug­
ar bag throwing objects to 
the pelicans. 
. He said that at first he 
had been too far away to 
see what the objects were. 
"I saw an old man stand­
ing near the ramp who ran· 
up to the person and began 
plead ing with him," Mr 
Wren said. 
"The o l d ma n w a s  
thrown aside and b y  the.n I 
was close enough to see 
what this monster had 
been doing. ··· 
"He would have had 
about six or seven puppies 
in his bag. The puppies 
could only have been a day 
or so old. 
"I know people--;;ome­
times do terrible things to 
unwanted litters. 
'"But I ask vou: What in 
the name or 'G od is this 
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Saturday morning hangover, 
walking out the front door to go 
to the shops for the weekend 
newspapers. And there at the 
front gate is the family group, 
husband in business suit and wife 
in sensible Christian gear. They 
also cart a small baby. 
"Guut morning, it is a lovely 
morning, it is?" 
A Dutch accent, so they're not 
Mormons, at least. 
"Vot is your relationship vith 
God?" 
"Aaarrhh ..... " You've got a · 
dry throat, a throbbing head, 
have got out of bed two minutes 
earlier, and not in the mood to 
cope with these people. 
"It is a.lovely day, it is?" 
encourages the wife while you are 
thinking of something dismissive 
to say about your relationship 
with God. 
"Look, .... ! don't have much 
time ... I've got to get to the 
shop." 
"Yes, yes". They smile back at 
you and mother picks up baby. 
You beam at baby and parents 
smile back. (At this rate you 
could stay locked in a stalemate of 
smiles all through the lovely day.) 
"If you are in a hurry perhaps 
you could take this now and read 
it later. We ask only a donation of 
fifty cents." · 
It's a pretty tough line of 
business, trying to talk to people 
about something they don't like 
then trying to sell them product. 
No wonder they need the baby to 
defuse arguments. But can't 
they even let you walk to the 
shop? 
"No! ... look ... I've got to go. 
I'm not interested at all ... Be 
wasting you time." (keep heading 
up the street.) 
"You are sure you are not 
interested?". Mother and Father 
smile at me, but baby · refusing 
to join this triple act- sucks his 
thumb. 
"No, gotta go". 
You walk quickly down the 
street, wondering how many 
people will knock them back 
today, feeling sorry for them. 
But then remember its a lik 
"they chose. Self-appointed moral 
guardians who take the weight of 
the world on their shoulders, are 


















The St. Joseph's Boys School is putting on 
the Passion this Friday and guess what- I'm 
Jesus. We didn't know how to make a cross, 
so we're going to use a telephone pole. 
Bless you, 
from Josh Kelly (Grade 5) 
P.S. What are volts, Father? 
I think they are Scandinavian linesmen, Josh! 
Mr Pope, 
My name is Cathleen and I'm the youngest 
of 13. I really love the hymn book and 
bookmark the nuns gave me at Christmas 
when Mummy and Daddy and Santa forgot. 
My favourite is number 436. I'm going to be 
singing it tomorrow when I jump off the roof 
of the Housing Commission high rise. 
Love, 
Cathleen 
See page 9 for the handy Cane Toad Times 
guide to 701 creative ways to commit suicide. 
I'm sure you'll find it most helpful. Thank 
you for writing. Have a nice day. 
Dear Pope, 
At Sunday Scool I was reedink about the 
Crusifischon and liked the story very, very 
much. So when I got home I tried nailink 
meself to the verandah. But as you can see 
I still have one hand free. What shall I do? 
· 
Ch ristoffa 
See page 9 for the handy Cane Toad Times 
guide to 701 creative ways to commit suicide. 
I'm sure you'll find it most helpful. Thank 
you for writing. Have a nice day. 
Holiness, 
As sure as the sun will rise in the East, if 
my beloved Adrian joins the priesthood, I 
will kill myself. 
Sylvia and the kids 
See page 9 for the handy Cane Toad Times 
guide to 701 creative ways to commit suicide. 
I'm sure you'll find it most helpful. Thank 
you for writing. Have a nice day, 
To whom it may concern, 
Enclosed is a sample of my work. I missed 
your last issue but am ready for your next. 
My theme is "mushrooms" in all forms and 
as you will find if you accept them, there are 
many. My main theme is people as 
mushrooms. I enjoy reading your publication 
and agree you should upgrade on the quality 
of work submitted. If you accept these and 
more I would like you to place them separately 
instead of all on one page. Some will be in 
comic strip form, some will be just drawings 
with hidden meanings such as these. 
( 
Striving for acceptance (and perfection), 
Yours truly, 
Stephan (pronounced Steven) 
Dear Stephan, 
Sorry/glad to hear that you missed/ 
caught our last issue/s. Have you been 
ingesting too many of your models, my so.n?­
Be careful with the hidden meanings -
remember, I've got the copyright on all 
ontological phenomena. 
Dear Sir, 
The other day I stumbled across an old 
friend, the CTT, took a while to recognise 
it as it was Bl G, used to be a tidy little Mag, 
like it was trying to hide. So it's bf:!en a 
number of years since you dared to print my 
last magnificent literary effort in '78, this 
time I'm really gonna torture you and send 
you something on ... DEATH. 
I. Hillyer 
THE ROBOT CALLED HUMAN 
Jack Glasser was knocking the toP- of his 
favourite brew when the banging on the front 
door interrupted his serene thoughts of liquid 
amber opening the door with a scowl Jack 
grunted yeh then jumped back in terror at the 
sight of a Zombie standing there with its cold 
lifeless eyes looking into his causing the hair 
on Jack's neck to stand up like a hot footed 
cockatoo, Jack retreated fast backwards into 
the kitchen until his back was hard up against 
the wall while the Zombie shuffled coldly 
after him, strewth Jack thought its walking 
death I'm a gonna, what am I gunna do 
except faint. 
Then a ball of Light appeared between 
Jack and the Zombie the light expanded out 
tram tne centre of tne ball taking human 
form Jack amazed recognised his long 
departed Brother Fred, and watched in 
disbelief as his brother looked at the Zombie 
and a beam of blue light shone from Fred's 
eyes hitting the Zombie stopping it in mid 
shuffle. Fred turned to Jack who said how did 
you get here you're dead, Fred just smiled 
and said the ECK, or as people are calling it 
the Force, sent me to protect you as your 
time is npt up yet. What's that thing Jack 
asked pointing at Zombie Fred said that's 
what you would look like without the 
individual "I" running the human body 
which is just a robot with the brain acting as 
the computor, someone has tricked the HJ" 
or to give it its true name Soul into leaving 
the human body causing it to degenerate into 
this gestured Fred pointing at where Zombie 
had been standing but was now only a pile of 
dust on the kitchen floor. 
Jack said you mean this is not really me 
pointing at himself, that's right said Fred we 
only use the human body for the experience 
we .need it's just an outer cover for us·you see 
the Soul has higher vibes than this earth world 
so in order to live here and find out about 
all life here we have to experience through the 
intrument of the human body. I don't get this 
said Jack how come I dont see this force or 
Eck or know anything else beside life here. 
OK Fred said close. your eyes now tell me 
can you see our dear old departed Mum 
riding a white horse, Jack with eyes shut tight 
said yeah I can Fred, well Bros, Fred said 
you're seeing Mum via yourself you the 
individual Soul. Dont give me that said Jack 
I remembered what Mum looked like is all, 
how can the mind see Jack said Fred and also 
you know that Mum could not ride a horse 
here on earth ... 
I. HILLYER 
Dear Ivan, 
Did you know my mother was a wom(!n? 
The boys down at the Curia got hot under 
tne ctertcat collar over your work. It's now on 
the Index and your excommunication is in 
the post. 
Dear Sir, 
I trust by now you have received my 
article sent in response to your request for 
anything on Death & Religion. 
As a student of Eckankar A Universal 
Teaching for the past twelve years the article 
: ....... . . .  . 
::::� > . 
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reflects my viewpoint of life formed over the 
years via the teachings of Eckankar and of . 
the Living Eck. Master. An item which may 
be of interest is the mantra H U. which is 
another name for God or IT, please note 
that the teachings of Eckankar reveal that 
IT (God) is not male or female gender. The 
mantra HU was used by the people of ancient 
Lemuria (a civilisation just prior to the era of 
Atlantis) as a means of bridging the 
Spiritual gap between the people of Lemuria 
and IT (God). 
Over the passing of time the sacred mantra 
H U has been forgotten by all except the 
Eckists. The letters hu can be found in many 
words and heard in the sounds of daily life. 
The purpose of the Living Eck Master is to 
lead all those Souls who are tired of 
reincarnating back to their true home and 
reality. 
The Eck Master is not a world saviour. 
It's pointed out in the writings of Eckankar 
that all are in their right place in life and also 
there is a place for all teachings because we 
are all individuals with our own state of 
consciousness, the teachings of Eckankar and 
the Eck Master are presented to all again and 
again in life after life. We all have the free will 




You are in a state of profound sin. ECKY 
POO. It's the eck that Cane Toad Times 
rejects that makes Cane Toad Times the best. 
Dear Ed, 
What we need to do is make the Americans 
pay the bloody rent. lf we make them pay ... 
engage in reciprocal.trade agreements that 
they can't get out of ... or no North West 
Cape ... no Pine Gap ... if the Americans 
pay and we kick out the New Zealanders 
all our problems would be over. 
Yours, 
Blind Freddy (pronounced Stefan) 
Dear Fred, 
You may have committed the sin of usury. 
See your confessor immediately. And, as-an 
extra penance from me, EAT HOT TARMAC, 
COMMIE DOG. 
Cane Toad Times, 
I have enclosed a short passage which I 
have written for your publication. The theme 
is death and religion, two of my favourite 
subjects. I have read in the commercial media­
that this is because of a chemical imbalance 
within my brain. Nonsense! I feel sure that I 
will not read such ramblings from the priests 
of normality within your magazine. 
Your first issue provided the most 
refreshing read that I have enjoyed for quite 
some time. I shall continue to buy the Times 
even if, for some incomprehensible reason, 
you reject my brilliant piece of prose. 
Keep up the good work. Yours 
pretentiously, · 
David Razborshek 
There CaJ1 be only one thing more tragic than 
never to have lived, and that is to live hidden 
within the soul-destroying haze of supposed 
immortality. To live as an immortal is not to 
live at all. Worse, time for life is wasted, and 
the fulfillment of life is denied. 
To die a mortal is far more preferable 
to the pathetic parody of life the poor 
christian must endure. To exist forever in a 
terrible bourgeois mediocrity must be hell 
for them. Rather live with the sharp, 
illuminated aphrodisiac of death by my side 
than cringe within the dull, comfortable and 
forever static fog of eternity. 
Life is but tne blinKing ot an eye, ana It IS 
far too valuable to yield t.o the nihilistic 
shelter of contentment. The time for peace 
will come with death_ it will bode nothing to 
achieve it while alive.' The 'life force' may 
wish for nothing more than the continuance 
of the species, but the 'life spirit' is a much 
more vital and energetic entity. 
The life spirit seeks fulfillment. Since life 
began on this planet it has forever been 
striving for that unachievable ideal. 
Unfortunately the modern industrialist 
society ruthlessly seeks to destroy any ideals. 
The demos, wallowing in its boring 
homogeneity, hands its levelling scythe to the 
cold-blooded brutality of authority. To realise 
the attainment of perfection unachieveable, 
but at the same time the only truly worthY 
cause, is to walk the fine line between mind­
less fascism and grey communism. 
To live on the edge is the way to fulfill-
. ment. To balance the forces of Mind, Power, 
Passion and cosmos will impel! ou·r physical 
presence towards the realisation of its, almost 
infinite, capabilities. Contentment and 
modern christianity merely seek to deny these 
entities. replacing faith for Mind, impotence 
for power, base emotionalism for the burning 
passion of Love, and a complete separation 
from the cosmos. Western civilisation could 
probably forever continue on its worthless 
way if left untouched. Far more dangerous,_if 
less tragic, is an imbalance of the forces. Th1s 
imbalance induces change. 
Change is invariably a destructive force. 
Yet those who seek to destroy old power 
usually contribute to the betterment of the 
human condition. Christianity began as a 
rebelling, vital movement that has now 
decayed into a weary, paranoic mire that 
attempts to drag all into its quicksand. It is 
time for the decrepid Dragon, that Saint 
George rightly slew, to arise re-born. 
Humankind must now grasp at the nobility 
that is paganism. 
D.RAZBORSHEK 
Dear Mr Razorback, 
Firstly, my son, I absolve you for your 
hatred of Don Lane and your excessive use 
of backlighting and fog. 
In answer to your letter, I'd like to quote 
an old Polish proverb: "A cabbage in the hand 
is worth a goat in the bush but a goat is more 
fun if you're a Mason'� In other words, 
your article is contrary to the revealed 
mysteries of the Holy Church of Rome. 
Hey! Is that a gun in your pocket? Or are 
you Turkish? You look Turkish. As the Pope 
of Normality I reject your heretical enclosure 
and the chemical alibi. RETRO ME 
SAT ANUS! 
Dear Sir/Madam, 
In response to the request in your editorial 
of the September '83 edition of the Cane 
Toad Times (a truly "great" magazine), I have 
included an article suitable for publication 
in your edition next to be looking at 
"religion and death". I hope you find it 
suitable for publication! 
Thanks for a "great lift" with your 
September edition. 
Yours faithfully, 
John K. Hill 
The Summit Lighthouse was founded in 19 58 
when the Master El Morya contacted his 
beloved chela ("chela" is the Sanskrit word 
meaning "disciple"), the Messenger Mark 
L. Prophet, for the purpose of publishing the 
teachings of the Ascended Masters. These 
Masters are members of the Great White 
Brotherhood, each holding his own position 
in the hierarchy for the acceleration of each 
ray to the benefit of humanity down here on 
Earth. 
Six pages later ... 
Zzzzzz ... Huh? Oh sorry, I must have 
dozed off for a minute there. Carry on, my 
child ...... 
One of the most important and vital 
techniques of self-mastery taught by the 
Brotherhood is the science of invocation, 
which includes the art of decreeing. By 
employing this method of expanding 
consciousness you can bring yourself into 
closer proximity with the Flame of Life that 
is within your own being and ultimately 
experience the Baptism of the Sacred Fire 
foretold by John the Baptist when he spoke 
of the coming Christ, "He shall baptise you 
with the Holy Ghost, and with fire". 
For further information on The Summit 
Lighthouse, Church Universal and Triumphant 
and conferences and seminars conducted by 
Elizabeth Clare Prophet, write to Box A, 
Malibu, CA90265, USA. 
JOHN K. HILL 
Dear John, 
I've put off telling you, but it's time you 
knew. I'm breaking off our engagement. I 
_ know I promised to wait but since you've 
been away I met Raoul and we're going to 
have a child. Raoul is a lifeguard and we love 
each other. 
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